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4 THE amnesty; 

bassy, not for thy^ but my views. Long have 
I sighed for an opportunity of flying thy hated 
presence. It has offered, and I have greedily 
snatched at it. Truly I smile at the thought — 
I — a boy — an infant in cunning — am sent to 
penetrate the soul of the mysterious Alba! 
What folly — it were madness to attempt it. It 
is for thee, my Dolores, that I go to seek a 
man beneath whose gaze I quail. Strange man, 
who fascinates and awes. But I must flatter 
— humble — ingratiate myself— do all to gain 
the confidence of Philip's favourite. Then — 
then I may, perhaps, quit my prison, and — 
O intoxicating thought, then I shall once more 
behold my Dolores !" 

• •*••• 

It was profound night, and the Palace of 
Culemberg was brilliantly illuminated. The 
shouts of revelry now and then were heard by 
passers by. The Spanish hounds were feasting. 
In a distant room of the building, remote 
from noise and intinision, sat two men in deep 
conversation. The one, grave and demure, was 
almost past the meridian of life — the other. 
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OR^ ALBA IN FLANDERS. O 

was young, and his mind, as well as his body, 
full of elasticity. 

" Well, well/* observed the elder, who had 
attentively listened to his juvenile companion, 
^' I see that the Duchess wishes to confer 
privately with me. You say she thinks I have 
BOt befen frank and candid enough ? To-morrow 
she shall not complain, I warrant. But you, 
Alcantara^ are you satisfied with your em- 
ployer ?" 

" I would rather serve your Ghrace. I am 
ambitious to be reckoned amongst the number 
of your foIlowers.^ This effeminate life dis- 
pleases, and with so able a master as your 
Grace, I may hope one day " 

" To do me credit/' observed Alba. 

Fernando bowed, and then entreated the 
Duke to engage him. 

"Your wish shall be fulfilled. I es- 
teem your father, and shall be happy to 
serve his son. Oo, Alcantara, tell the 
Duchess I shall wait on her to-morrow^ — and 
be cautious." 

With a light heart our hero retraced his 
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6 THE amnesty; 

steps to the Palace — briefly narrated to 
the Regent that the Duke would favour her 
with an interview; and then retired to 
his chamber to dream of Love and Ambi-- 
Hon. 

• • * • • • 

According to his promise, Alba waited on 
the Regent. 

"And has my brother not entrusted you 
with other instructions?'' 

" I have already handed your Highness the 
dispatches." 

" Which give no instructions. If your Grace 
has secret authority, why conceal it from me I 
Why not aid me in preventing the flight of the 
citizens ? " 

One of those ominous smiles flickered on 
Alba's face. 

" Sooner or later/' continued Margaret, un- 
mindful of his silence, " I must know them« 
Candour on your part would be a salqtary balm 
to our present disturbance ! " 

*^ My medicament will cure in the end^ 
although its application may smart. The leech 
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OR, ALBA IK FLANDERS. 7 

is often obliged to torture his patient, ere he 
can eradicate the evil,'' 

" Your Grace is metaphorical/' 

" And your Highness pressing." 

'' Pressing V^ exclaimed the Regent disdain-* 
fully ; " I might command !" 

" Some ! " replied Alba, who again smiled 
inauspiciously; ''But no one commands Alba^ 
save the King of Spain." 

" Ah ! And have I governed these pro- 
vinces nine years, and Uved through so much 
affliction, to hear this from the Duke of Alba ? 
Do you forget, proud nobleman, that Philip is 
my brother — and that the daughter of Charles 
the Fifth is as haughty as her Sire ? Beware 
of a woman's anger !^ 

Alba stared — rose — but on second thoughts, 
reseated himself. 

" Since your Highness insists, I will exhibit 
my private instructions. They are written by 
the King's own hand ; and I was commanded 
by his Majesty to deliver them only in case 
of emergency." • 

Margaret bit her lip : by a strenuous effort 
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8 THB ABHffESTY ; 

she tried to compose herself. Bot the hand 
which held the secret communications trem- 
bled as she perused them. 

Haying read them, she returned them to the 
Duke, who coolly demanded of her what she 
thought of his orders* 

''That the immense command my brother 
has vested in you, will tend more to augment 
than diminish rebellion." 

"The King thinks diflferently.'' 

" My brother is grossly deceived/' 

"By whom?" 

*' By all who surround him." 

" His Majesty's penetration guards him 
against your fears. The^se dastards require, 
not a distaff, but a rod of iron, to be wielded 
by one who knows not to spare, but for a 
purpose." 

" Sancta Madonna f And that man ? " 

"Is Alvarez of Toledo!" 

" Shame on your Grace. The descendant of 
the ELings of Toledo to become a cold-blooded 
tyrant ! "" 

" I know my duty both to Heaven and my 
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OR, ALBA IN FLANDERS. 9 

Sovereign. Let the Calvinistical iconoclasts 
tremble. Let those who pity them beware ! " 

" You will be cursed — ^hated — abhorred." 

" These grey hairs only demand fear f " 

"Kindness " 

" I know not the word. Kindness is weak- 
ness ; and by your want of courage you have 
augmented the diflSculty of my mission.^' 

" You have an obstinate but a brave people 
to deal with — a people tired of tyranny ! 
Liberty still haunts their breasts." 

" A tnice to this. You have not succeeded 
by persuasion. / shall see what can be done 
by terror ! " 

" Then this day I shall demand my recall." 

" As your Highness pleases," said the Duke, 
rising. 

At this moment Fernando entered. 

" By the by, I have a boon to ask,"" said the 
Duke> turning from our hero to the Duchess. 

" A boon ! your Grace commands — why 
should he stoop to ask ?" 

" To conquer ! But since your Highness 
leaves me to ordain, why, from this moment, 
b3 
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10 THE amnesty; 

Don Fernando Alcantara enters my service — I 
require his " 

^'And would Alcantara leave me, v^hen 
oppressed by sorrow ?" asked Margaret. 

Fernando replied not. He raised his eye — 
caught that of the Duke, and was silent. 

The Duke of Alba then bowed — Fernando 
imitated his example — ^both left the room — 
and Margaret to solitude. As soon as the 
door was closed she burst into tears. That 
very day she wrote to her brother for her 
recall. 

''What news, Fernando?" demanded the 
Duke, as they descended the stairs. 

^'The burgomasters, sheriffs, and other no- 
tables from many towns, are desirous of pre- 
senting their homage." 

" Ah ! Let us go to receive it." 
• . • . . * ■ 

Whilst Margaret was writing to the King, 
Alba was receiving the representatives of the 
people. He was kind and affable, luring them 
by promises of pardon, and inspiring them 
with hopes for the future — 'while he waa mark- 
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ing them as victims. The deluded folk de- 
parted, fully persuaded that he was not such a 
monster as the world had made him. Bertrand, 
the friend of Robert of Normandy, was right 
in saying, 

" Faiblesse humaine. 
Que Ton enchaine. 
Que Fon entraine 
Par des bienfaits.^' 
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CHAPTER X. 

*' IssiP. £ Fardir del mio volto era timore. 

Ro. Anch'io 

Issljpr Se tardi arnica, 

Vana I la cura/' 

IssipUe, 

The bells in the lofty spire of Notre Dame 
were chiming harmoniously. At last their 
sounds ceased, and a solemn toll succeeded, 
striking the tenth hour, which spread itself 
along the deserted streets of Antwerp. The 
citizens had long left their taverns, and were 
obliged to seek amusement at home. They 
feared to show themselves much after sunset ; 
they, who only a few months prior, cared pot 
whether they returned home before midnight, 
and sometimes daylight, much to the annoyance 
of the " gude woman of the house ! " Now, 
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OR^ ALBA IN FLANDERS. 13 

wistfully looking at their timepieces, at the 
hour of ten, they drained their home-brewed 
cider, and put on their nightcaps. 

Suddenly the bars of a door were drawn 
back — the heavy gate flew open — and three 
females stood on the threshold* Two of them 
were wrapped in their mantles; whilst the 
third, evidently the mistress of the house, 
earnestly entreated them, although her guests 
were in the street, not to venture out alone. 

" Dp not alarm yourself, Sefiora Valdez," 
said one of the sweetest voices that ever was 
repeated by echo. 

" I again beseech you not to go alone. My 
husband will soon be here. I cannot conceive 
what he has to do so long at Count Lodrona's. 
Oh these husbands ! I suppose it is that gay 
Montalvan that keeps him. Do you know 
Don Juan?" 

" No, I never heard of him." 

." Not heard of him ! Without exception, 
he is one of the handsomest men I ever saw. 
So engaging ! He wears his beard with such 
good taste — and bis hair curls so naturally. 
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Bless me, he is a perfect figurino ! I must 

introduce you — and then '" 

" Pardon us, Sefiora — but really we must 

go." 

" You had better stay— come up " 

" Oh ! we are not afraid, — besides, I do not 
hear a soul stirring." 

** Remember the taverns are filled with 
soldiers." 

^^ Buenos noches" s^dkA the two ladies, hur- 
rying off at a rapid pace, their footsteps light 
and scarcely audible — only the rustle of silks 
marked their passage. They turned the comer* 
Sefiora Y aldez, a bit of a gossip, still lingered 
at the door ; but as the forms disappeared, and 
all being hushed, she closed the door. Mean- 
time theiwo females almost flew, and perceiving 
their dwelling in the distance, congratulated 
themselves on soon reaching it in safety. 

"Did you hear that noise?" said the elder 
of the two. 

" Do not heed it ; let us hasten on.*** 

" Hurrah ! ! Viva el Rey! ! Mueron los 
perros ! /" were the shouts, loud and prolonged^ 
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OR, ALBA IN FLANliERS.. 15 

mingled with the rattling of goblets on the 
oaken tables, that the very windows shook, 
which caused the females to start. They 
paused. 

** Let us advance," said the younger. 

" Nay, I hear them coming — we must 
retreat." 

Ere they gained the end of the street, new 
alarms presented themselves. At its termination 
stood a tavern ; its door opened with a smash, 
and several figures emerged, reeling to and fro. 
Some began hallooing ; others called on sleeping 
beauties to awake and appear at their case^ 
ments. 

*" Holy Virgin ! what will become of us T"' 

" Courage ! ^ replied the younger. " We 
must run." 

"Whither?" 

" Close to the sides of the houses — perhaps 
they may not see us." 

" I tremble from head to foot." 

" There is no use in that. Why were you 
so impatient to leave?" 

"Tush! follow me!" 
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16 THE AMNESTY ; 

. Onward they flew, but the drunkards had 
caught a glimpse, and loudly called on them to 
stop. The elder of tlib fugitives perceived a 
door that was ajar,; She flew towards it — 
pushed it open — stumbled — and instead of fall- 
ing on the floor she found herself clasped in 
the arms jof a worshipper of Bacchus, who 
roared out to his companions to bring a light, 
that he might survey his prize. In an instant 
a dozen grim faces appeared. One of the 
fellows held a torch, and advanced it towards 
his companion, who was engaged in a rude 
conflict with his captive. 

" Let me go, villains ! Is it thus you treat 
your countrywomen ?" 

^' Caramba!'' exclaimed the soldier, as he 
felt the lady's sharp nails on the fleshy part of 
his face. " Caramba ! She clings like a cat ! 
If the men here fight like the women, we have 
no business in Flanders. Come, come, no re- 
sistance — let me kiss that pretty face." 

" Keep your hands off, or I " 

The mantle, in the struggle, fell as the 
soldier was about to imprint a kiss — when 
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OR^ ALBA IN FLANDERS. 17 

wrinkles and grey locks presented themselves. 
Disconcerted, he uttered an oath, and poshed 
the affrighted woman from him in dii^ust, 
exclaiming, ^* Let her go, the fragment of anti- 
quity ! Ah, there lays another !" 

Half reclining, half fallen against the door- 
post, lay another female. The soldiers rushed 
towards her, and dragged her into the passage. 

*' Show your face, old dame." 

But the female drew her cloak closer round 
her head to conceal her face, and imitated the 
voice of an octogenarian. 

'^ She is only shamming," cried one. 

'' Look at those hands ! " exclaimed another. 

" They are not so old as her voice," observed 
a third. 

" The fairness of her neck !" said another, 
standing beside her. "Not a wrinkle to be 
seen.^ 

"And these raven locks!" remarked one 
more insolent than the rest, at the same time 
raising her mantle. 

"Castilians, countrymen!" exclaimed the^ 
lady) drawing herself up — " I am ashamed of 
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18 THB amnesty; 

you. Is it thus you uphold the gallantry 
of Spain, that in a foreign land you insult 
one of her daughters ! Shame on you ! Be-^ 
hold me, then, since nothing else will satisfy 
you l"" 

She threw back her mantle^ and the drunk- 
ards gazed with amazement and rapture— on 
Dolores ! 

Such was the power of beauty — such was 
the command of that sweet voice — ^that those 
who stood spell-bound on viewing so fair a 
face, receded and cleared a passage. The 
ladies lost not presence of mind — they hastened 
on, but had not proceeded many steps when the 
bacchanalians recovered from their stupor. 
Some two or three pursued them, and actually 
caught them ere they reached the end of the 
street. Here they were joined by the whole 
party, and a tremendous scuffle arose ; some 
taking the ladies^ part — others endeavouring to 
lay hands on them. 

In the midst of this uproar a well-known 
voice was heard. Two men had turned the 
comer and rapidly advanced to the spot. It 
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yras Don Amos Lodrona, accompanied by 
another person of distinction. 

'' Dastards, fall back, or this sword shall 
revenge your outrage ! *' 

The veterans obeyed, ashamed of their con- 
duct. 

" To-morrow," said Lodrona, ** I shall in- 
quire into this — ^now, begone to your quarters.'' 

Whilst Lodrona was admonishing the sol- 
diers, a ray of light from an adjoining case- 
ment fell vividly on the countenance of Dolores. 
The companion of Don Amos started ! Where 
had he seen that face ? Where had he heard 
that voice? Was it a dream? or did . . . 
He hastily banished these thoughts, and laughed 
at his folly. 

Fray Antonio, breathless and terror-struck, 
approached the group. He recognised Lo- 
drona, whom he had met before. 

"Ha, ha! Fray Antonio, you have come 
when the battle is won!" said Amos, and he 
related to the monk their misfortune. 

" My duty to a dying man,'' said the monk, 
"and " 
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'^ The yillains !" interrupted Donna Drusilla, 
"they wanted to embrace me — only think! 
But yoU will walk in, Sefiors, and refresh your- 
selves." 

Lodrona declined, pleading some business 
with his friend. 

" May I present my respects to you to-mor- 
row ?" asked the stranger, gttzing on Dolores. 

" We shall be roost happy," replied Donna 
Drusilla. " Will you favour me with the name 
of one to whom we are so much indebted V 

" Have I been so rude," said the Count, " as 
not to have introduced my friend Montalvan ?" 
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CHAPTER XI. 

** Oh, thou didst, then, ne^er love so heartily ; 
If thou remember'st not the slightest foUy 
That ever love did make thee run into. 

Thou hast not lov'd 

Or if thou hast not sate as I do now. 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 

Thou hast not lov'd " 

AWs Well that Ends WeU. 

" Without exception^ Lodrona, she is the 
fairest little hoiiri my eyes have ever beheld ! " 

"Indeed!" 

" She is an angel — ^a goddess — a " 

** And pray, who the deuce are you speaking 
of?" inquired Lodrona of his Excellency, Count 
Alcantara. 

The Count Lodrona was seated at a bureau, 
in one of the apartments of the Town-hall, 
writing an account of the situation of affaii'S 
in general to the Duke of Alba* Thus, intent 
upon his work, he scarcely listened to his 
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friend, and went on covering his dispatch with 
hieroglyphics. 

Alcantara gazed at him, amazed. ** Of 
whom am I speaking ? A pretty question, by 
Jove ! Of whgm should I talk, but the lovely 
Dolores de Piralta?'' 

" Oh ! I presume you mean that little sylph 
we rescued the other night. I recollect now. 
And when did you last see her?" 

" Yes, His she. Do you recollect, Amos, 
how interesting she looked when on her knees, 
with uplifted arms, praying your carnivorous 
heroes to respect their countrywomen? I 
could not resist, so impatient was I to behold 
her ; and I determined to do so by daylight. 
The moon, you know, is a treacherous mirror ! 
Confound her chaste rays, they often make a 
plain woman look interesting and pretty. Tis 
only the following day we discover our error, 

and find them to be nHmporte, However, 

I called. Behold my astonishment ! Her^yes 
fascinated me. I, who never knew what, it 
was to tremble before woman, knew not whe- 
ther to retreat or advance. I stood spell- 
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bound — and looked like a boy, who for the 
first time experienced a shock of electricity from 
woman's eyes. I must have looked like an 
overgrown clown. But hang me, Lodrona, I 
might as well be speaking to the walls as to 
you r 

" Pardon me/' said Amos, starting as it were 
from a trance — " really I do not know what you 
are talking about.'' 

''Shame on you! Why, you concoctor of 
diplomatic dispatches, what can I have been 
speaking of but lovely woman?" 

*' Bah ! it is an endless theme with you." 

" I acknowledge my weakness. There is • 
nothing in this world I prize so much." 

" And I, during your dissertations, invariably 
think of something else." 

"So I perceive. You prefer reports, dis- 
patches, condemnations, et cetera. Oh, Lo- 
drona, you would tire the patience of Job ! " 

*'Tire Job's patience, indeed! Well, and 
so I might : but, tell me, had the holy pa- 
triarch, in the course of his life, dispatches to 
write to— —to an Alba? Any accounts of 
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Huguenots put to torture, and an auto da fe in 
perspective?" 

"Ha, ha! No— our Holy Inquisition was 
not instituted then. But had the Egyptians 
known of the thumb-screw, or the scavenger's 
daughter, they would have made all the Jews 
worshippers of Isis. However, will you listen 
to the description of my goddess ?" 

" Woman again. Alas ! your weakness has 
no bounds. Let me finish my dispatch, and I 
will listen to your last adventure, profligate! !" 

Ay, profligate and rove was the Count Alcan- 
tara — ^a perfect contrast to his son. The one 
♦ dissipated — ^the other virtuous. It was, no 
doubt, the arduous care of old Herrera, the 
constant companion and faithful friend, to 
whom Fernando was indebted, that he did not 
imitate the Gount^s vices, nor practise them. 
The Count was a man of talent, nuA notwith- 
standing his love for pleasure, he was a tho- 
rough diplomate — one of Alba's favourites, and 
considered by him an able coadjutant for the 
cause of Spain. For these motives, both Philip 
and the Duke overlooked his foibles, luid em- 
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ployed him in missions of the most delicate and 
difficult nature. He was a linguist, and could 
at pleasure pass himself as a Oaul, a Teuton, 
or an Ausonian. Thus, as a French Huguenot, 
under the assumed name of Montalvan, he dis • 
covered important secrets. And little did Fer- 
nando suppose, that he was to conclude what 
his father had commenced, and that his parent, 
under his assumed name; was his rival. 

Whilst Lodrona was drawing his report to a 
conclusion, Alcantara bad opened a window 
that looked on the Cfrande Place, and lean- 
ing out of it, whistled the Bolero — hummed 
the Cachuca — and watched the masons work- 
ing at the spire, now fast drawing to its com- 
pletion. The sight of that beautiful steeple 
reminded him of the elegant girl he had res- 
cued. He thought of Love — of its joys — ^its 
hardships — its annoyances — ^and its gratifica- 
tions ! 

" O ! " sighed he, muttering, half aloud — *' O, 
how often is the toilsomeness of Love lost by us. 

'' ' At me ab amore tub deducet nulla senectus, 
Sive ego Tithonus, sive ego Nestor erol' *' 
VOL. II. c 
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^'Oh, oh!" exclaimed Lodrona, who had 
beard his quotation — ** So you do complain of 
the unceasing vexations of loyers*"* 

"Why, Amos — it shot across my mind. 
And, after all that I have undergone, you 
no doubt are surprised, notwithstanding my 
foibles, and my love for those dear creatures, 
that I hesitate, ere again throwing myself head- 
long into Love's trap." 

" I have often wondered how you extricate 
yourself. But experience cannot teach you, 
for again you are about to fling yourself down 
another precipice." 

" Have you a heart, Amos ? Have you any 
feeling left? I doubt it.'' 

" And haveyotf forgotten the past ? Turn over 
Timers journal, and you will see written down 
there, that Amos Lodrona loved — ay, with fer- 
vency ! Peradventure, you will not be able to 
decypher the writing, as my tears may have 
blotted it out. Now, fickle woman has turned 
my heart to stone. And as you quoted Proper- 
tius on hardships, hear what he says on the 
fickleness of woman. 
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as I do my raiment.'*^ 

^' Strange comparison ! Disappointments, 
however, cause men to hate, what they once 
cherished. Nothing now is left to you but to 
grumble at woman. Growl on, good Amos, 
until you reach your second childhood — then, 
perhaps, you may, as I do now, adore again." 

"Never!" 

" I say you will ! — but to return to this girl." 

" Ah ! another victim." 

" What mean you ?" 

*• Do I not know you of old, as a selfish 
c2 
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deceiver? I suppose^ ere long^ I shall hear of 
your having stolen the bird from its mother's 
nest/' 

** Hum ! — I cannot now say what my inten- 
tions are. Perad venture, if she love me, I 
may make her my wife, yet — I am averse to 
the marriage ceremony, — and even you must 
confess that it is a great drawback for a man 
to pledge eternal fidelity at the altar, when 
pretty certain that the vow will not be kept." 

'' Well, I hope the affections of the lady are 
already engaged ! It is folly ^ 

" Folly, or not folly, I cannot explain to you 
the interest I feel in Dolores. , A something 
draws me towards her. The moment I heard 
her voice, it rang sweetly on my ears — ^the 
instant I caught a glimpse of her features, I — 
I — no matter," said he, after a pause, "woe 
betide the man who crosses my path !" 
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CHAPTER XII. 

" He who can please, penetrate, persuade, as the ob- 
ject may require, possesses the subtlest secret of the di- 
plomatist and the statesman, and wants nothing but op- 
portunity to become great ! '* 

Pelham, 

Ha ! Bigotry — already hard at work ! Time 
seems precious; and thy favourite, who has 
scarcely been three weeks in Flanders^ is on 
his knees in adoration to his goddess. Su- 
perstition, behold thy courtiers and satellites 
inventing new instruments of torture ! Sons of 
Liberty, beware! Reformers, be cautious — 
the furrows that are to conduct thy blood, 
through thy native land are already designed — 
soon they will be cut, and then — then — ^it^ 
will be too late ! ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



30 THB amkbstt; 

We shall now enter the Duke of Alba's 
cabinet, where Fernando had evidently gained 
great favour. He possessed Nature's rare gift 
— that of delighting those whom he strove to 
please — and the Governor-General was not long 
in discovering talents, which, if properly di- 
rected, would secure the possessor all the 
honours his ambition could aspire to. Alba 
witnessed with pleasure young Alcantani*s 
desire to please. He admired his discretion, 
and by putting to him questions, which might 
have puzzled the gravest and profoundest 
diplomatist, he discovered in his answers the 
germens of one who might some day become 
an ornament to his country. He^ therefore, 
resolved to initiate his protigi into all the cun- 
nii)g of that great art—- Diplomacy ! 

In this occupation days were consumed; 
and each day our hero found m<»e favour in 
the mght of his great patron. One morning, 
as usual, he was seated at his post writing in 
fair copy a secret communicaliooi lircHn Alba to 
the King. He had scarcely terminated his 
task, when the Duke entered, saying : — 
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^'The time has arrived mrhen I might put 
your talents to the test. It is ooe^ both diffi- 
cult and delicate, on the success of which de^ 
pends not only the interest of the State, but 
immei»e responsibility on my part. Have you 
suffident confidence in yourself to undertake 
so important a mission ? or shall I leave it to 
La Torre, or -' 

^^ Confidenoe!" exclaimed die neophyte, in-*^ 
terrupting the Duke ; — " I will do all in my 
power to merit the encomiums of your Grace. 
Neither La Tonre, nor your son, Don Frederick, 
can do more!" 

^ "Well spoken! Prepare yourself to start 
to-morrow, so that you may reach Antwerp 
before sunset." 

"Antwerp!'' 

" Yes — and in order that everything be pre- 
pared for you to act, you must dispatch Her- 
rera off iomiediately. This packet contains 
my instructions to Lodrona. Time wanes — 
attend to this — and then return to me/' 

The Duke left the cabinet. 

" No ! it is no Dream, it is Reality.— Dolores, 
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I shall see thee, press thee to my heart. Oh ! 

what joy awaits me. Fates, a thousand thanks 

for this kind favour. And are my views, then^ 

so; soon to be fulfilled? But to business, 

Fernando, to business. I must summon Her- 

rera; he shall bear these lines to my beloved." 

. ' . . . • ' . . 

'* You are to start immediately, Herrera.'^ 

^' Caramba ! and whither are we bound?" 

" Not we J but you. Look sharp— this 

packet is for Count Lodrona. He will give 

you instructions, and we shall meet tormorrow. 

This— this— to " 

'' I understand," said Filippo, taking the 
letter. 

" Then away — God speed you !^ 
Herrera departed, and Fernando threw him- 
sdf into a chair, where he fell into a. deep 
reverie, from which he was awoke by the en- 
trance of the Commahdant^General. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

'* Oh 1 malheur it cdui qui laisse la d^auche. 
Planter le premier clou sous sa mamelle gauche. 
Le coeur d'un homme vierge est un vase profond : 
Lorsque la premiere eau qu'on y verse est impure 
La mer y passerait, sans layer la souillure^ 
Car le rase est immense et la tache est au fond." 

A. DB MUSSBT. 

A WORD, though let fall without any par- 
ticular premeditation, is often of greater mo- 
ment than the most studied sentence. Truly 
may we say, with the unfortunate Moor of 
Venice, that 

"Trifles light as air 
Are to the jealous, confirmation strong 
As proofs of holy writ." 

Count Alcantara could not banish from his 
mind the words of Lodrona. Could it be 
possible that Dolores loved another? This 
c3 
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thought put his mind on the rack, and he 
determined to call upon her ere leaving for 
Ghent. 

Donna Drusilla was from home, holding 
small gossip with some of her neighbours ; and 
Fray Antonio had stepped on to his convent 
to transact a little business with the holy 
brethren, who passed their precious time in the 
arduous undertaking of praying, sleeping, and 
praying. Dolores, consequently, was alone — 
alone with thought ! She fed on recollections, 
that left her independent of the Udes and Kit- 
chiners of her day. 

Oh Love ! how incomprehensible thou art ! 
So deeply was she preoccupied, that she per- 
ceived not that a gaily dressed cavdier stood 
beside her. 

He gazed intently upon her. On beholding 
so much beauty, his heart throbbed. He al- 
most wished that she might retain her posture, 
in order that he might look unnoticed. There 
he stood, like an enthusiastical connoisseur, 
before a Rubens or a Correggio, calculating 
the value of such a treasure ! But why that 
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pensiire mood? Why that hal^uppres^ed 
sigh ? Had Lodrona foretold the truth ? Sud- 
denly she started^ and beheld her preserver 
before her. She greeted him with such a smile 
as strengthened a hope that her heart was not 
engaged." 

" I could not leave Antwerp without seeing 
you, Sefiorita." 

" And where is my preserver going to ?^ 

** To Ghent — merely for a few days.*" 

"But you will soon return, Sefior Mon* 
talvan?" 

" Undoubtedly ! A thousand thanks for 
the interest you take in me. Ah i if you knew 
how you have oceupied my thoughts." 

" Oh, Sefior, if I could but prove my grati- 
tude 1" 

The Count's eyes sparkled. Had not the 
shades of night mixed themselves with fadii^ 
day, the lustre of his eyes might have startled 
Dolores. They spoke more passion than 
friendship. 

"Command me; what can I do?" demanded 
he^ drawing his chair closer to hers. 
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" You told me you had power at court." 

*' I have." 

'' You might serire me." 

" Ha ! In which way i ^ 

" By But before I entrust you with my 

secret, you must swear not to divulge it. 

"I swear!" 

*' Perhaps you will blame my weakness." 

" Trust to me, and proceed." 

" You say you respect — nay, feel an interest 
in my welfare," — said she, colouring. 

" I do !" exclaimed the Count, seizing her 
hand, and kissing it. ^' Nay, blush not. I 
have guessed your thoughts, hermosissima. Do 
you not love ! It is no crime ; and who more' 
formed to love, or be beloved than you ? I, 
also, love — ay, desperately. Speak, then, and 
leav^ me no longer in suspense. Behold me 
at your feet!" 

*^ Suspense !^ exclaimed Dolores rising, 
friglitened at the Count's proceedings. 

" Ay, Dolores, is it possible you mistake my 
sentiments? '^ continued theCount, still kneeling 
and firmly grasping her hand. 
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'^ Rise, Sefior Montalvan, you have mistaken 
mine." 

^' Ah ! *' exclaimed the Count, rising, covered 
with confusion. 

. '' Compose yourself, Sefior, and listen to me. 
You are my preserver, and I feel towards you 
that which a child feels for a parent. I thought 
I could have loved you as a father — even that 
idea has now fled." 

Alcantara was thunderstruck. Parental love 
— was it thatf that he had come to seek ! But 
she loves, and it is another. O the pangs of 
jealousy ! what agony does she not inflict on 
lovers ! 

'* Sarebbe nell' amar 
Soave il sospirar, 
Se non yenisse ogndr 
In compagnia d'amor 
La gelosia." 

However, the proud spirit of Alcantara 
soon regained composure. Accustomed, in his 
long career of gallantry, to rebufis of a severer 
nature, he now determined to dissimulate, in 
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order to discover the name of the fool who 
dared to cross his path. He inwardly swore 
vengeance, and his hand mechanically worked , 
as if eager to grasp the poniard. Ere, how* 
ever, he could resume the conversation, foot- 
steps were heard ascending the stairs. The 
doors opened, and Donna Drumlla, escorted by 
Fray Antonio, entered. He wished them both 
at the bottom of the Guadalquivir. After 
conversing on frivolities, and finding that he 
had no chance of discovering what he so 
ardently wished to know, he left the house, a 
mortified and disappcnnted man, and bent his 
steps to his friend Lodrona's. 

" What the deuce is the matter with you to- 
night!" inquired Amos, as his friend threw 
himself into a chair. " I never saw you so 
crest-fallen. Be candid, and tell me if your 
little Angel has been playing the Devil with 
you?^ 

*^ A truce to your jokes, they never came less 
ipr^poi. I am unwell ? ^ 

** Delighted to hear if' 

"Thank you." 
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'^ Better be ill, than quarrel with your idoL 
What has taken place ?" 

"Nothing." 

*' Fudge !/' 

" Well, it was nothing else, but that I was 
fool enough to think that that little plebeian 
doll was in love with me.*' 

" Ha, ha, ha ! — call that notking. Do not 
be offended — I must laugh. Ha, ha ! the gay 
deceiver — ^the all-conquering Alcantara^ is van- 
quished. I suppose she thought you old 
enough to be her father. Ha, ha ! monstrous 
good!'' 

" It is well, Lodrona, that I am accustomed 
to your jokes, otherwise *"* and here Alcan- 
tara's brow assumed a sinister aspect — " other- 
wise you might rue it. You could not have 
chosen a more unpropitious time for turning 
me into ridicule. But, mark my words, she 
shall love me yet, although she love another 
now." 

" Bah, bah ! — take my advice, go to Ghent, 
and think no more of her." 

" What ! give her up ? No, Sefior ; when did 
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you ever hear of my abandpning a project! 
Something draws me towards her, — ^it is unac- 
countable " 

•'Would you marry her if she loved you?^ 

** Marry ! Lodrona ; I told you before that is 
a serious thing." 

''You have a complaisant conscience, Al- 
cantara, and you will, no doubt, have a long 
sojourn in purgatory/* 

^' Ha^ ha ! I have arranged to pass through 
it quickly. By a clause in my will, I have left 
an hundred ounces of gold for masses. The 
bribe will pave the way smoothly for me.^ 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

'* Conspiracies no sooner should be formed 
Than executed. What means Fortius here ? 
I like, not that cold youth.. I must dissemble^ 
And speak a language foreign to my heart." 

Cato. 

" Lkis. Qu'on saisisse ce traitre. 

MoRT. Qui, moi ? 

I4K19. Lui mSme, allez, on menace IMtat, 

Je viens de d^ouyrir un horrible attentat." 
Marie Stuart, 

*^At last I have arrived within the waHs 
that contain all that I adore. This night I 
shall behold thee once more, yet, ere we meet^ 
must pass an ordeal which makes or mars me. 
If successful, then, despite the world, thou art 
mine ! O hope, griefs best music, forsake not 
thy votary!" 

The person who was thus romancing was 
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concealed in the folds of a large cloak. He 
wore a slouched hat, and a plume partly con- 
cealed his features from the gaze of the inqui- 
sitive. However, he needed not this precau- 
tion, as the night was already advanced, and 
he stood on the shadowed side of the Place 
de Meir^ which was perfectly obscure. His 
eye was intently bent on a noble mansion 
which graced the opposite side of the street, 
now illuminated by the silvery tint of the moon. 
The appearance of the street was not unlike 
one of Rembrandt's masterpieces, where strong 
oppositions of light to darkness are so vividly 
delineated^ For more than an hour did the 
stranger occupy his post ; scarcely, however, 
had the clock struck ten, when another person 
cautiously joined him : he inquired of him if 
all was prepared ? 

'* Every thing is in order.'* 

"Where are the men?" 

'^ Concealed haxd by. Yonder, on the bridge, 
in the shade of that cluster of houses, stands 
the vidette; as soon as he sees us enter, he will 
give the signal." 
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" Tis well, did you deliver my message ? " 
" According to your instructions." 
** Then let us to our duty, — follow me." 
They directed their steps towards the house 
which had s6 occupied the stranger, and we 
shall now leave them, to see what is going on 
there. 

In one of the apartments sat Antoine Strae- 
len, Lord of Merxem, and Burgomaster of 
Antwerp. On his right sat Jean Kaesembrodt, 
the secretary to Count Egmont; on his left 
Claus Schermere and Ghert van Eycke, sheriffs 
of Antwerp ; and opposite were three or four 
other patriots. Alba, aware that these men 
were friends of the Prince of Orange, had dis- 
covered by his spies that a secret meeting was 
determined upon for the night of the 8th of 
September, and he had determined, if possible, 
to lay hands on the consjurators. The unsus- 
pecting party were assembled, and the patriotic 
Burgomaster developed his plans for raising the 
standard of revolt. 

Kaesembrodt interrupted him, saying, thiut it 
would be more prudent to wait until De Horn, 
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Egmont, and some others, could get out of the 
Duke*s fangs. 

" I approve of my friend's advice/* said Van 
Eycke. '^ I have great fears that the council to 
which our friends are convened^ is a mere trap 
to ensnare them." 

" Your fears are groundless,^ interrupted 
Straelen. 

^* Groundless!^' exclaimed the venerable De 
Schermere. 

" I say they are premature." 

" Never were you more mistaken, friend 
Straelen. I tell you, man, I have a presenti- 
ment, a secret foreboding I cannot shake off, 
that our Ides of March will dawn to-morrow. 
Why did ye not listen to Brederode's advice, 
and arm yourselves when there was time ? Did 
not Nassau ask us^ months since, if we were of 
one mind ! Did we not reply in the affirmative ? 
Alas !• poor fools, he called upon us to strike, 
and there were none to raise the glaive. 
* Strike !' cried he ; * for whilst the iron's hot, 
it bends unto the caprice of the forger, but if 
allowed to cool, the hammer falls in vain upon 
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the frigid metal/ Straelen^ it is too late— our 
iron has been allowed to cool, and he that blew 
the bellows can never more rekindle the ex- 
piring embers.'' 

'' Come, come,'* said Straelen, " cheer up; do 
not be so cast down. All is not lost/' 

The sheriff shook his head and brushed away 
a tear. 

" I never saw you so desponding, De Scher- 
mere,'' said Egmont's secretary. 

^* Never having had so much cause. Could 
I expose the pages of fate's dark book, you 
would there see your destiny. It is too late— I 
feel I cannot save you. Nay, do not laugh." 

"Explain yourself; since when have you 
turned mystic ? I thought the affairs of the 
state occupied you more than studying the 
stars!'' 

" Do you put faith in dreams!" 

" I cannot say I do. At all events, if you 
be serious, do tell us of your dream." 

" Do, Claus," said Ghert van Eycke. 

^* It was a dreadful one, and my blood 
freezes at the very recollection/' 
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'^ We are all impatience to hear it/' said one 
of the patriots. 

^ Listen to me^ then. It appeared to me, as 
far as I could ascertain, that we were in the 
month of June, in the year following this 
eventful one. As I lay in bed^ a figure sud- 
denly stood before me and invited me to follow 
it. I rose, and seated myself next to my guide 
on a cloudy chariot. We pierced the heavens 
at so swift a pace I could scarcely breathe. 
However, in a few seconds, we alighted at 
Brussels, on the Grande Pkux. I turned 
round to view the Town-hall^ when a sca£bld, 
clad in black, met my gaze. Horror-struck, I 
inquired of my companion what it meant^ when 
silently he pointed to a mansion opposite, and 
which I recognised to be the one called the 
' King's House.' In the meantime the squate 
was fast filling with people, who with difficulty 
were kept in order by the soldiery. The buzz 
of their voicies sounded like the sea breaking 
on our shores; but the doors of the King's 
House opened, and two men of noble mien 
issued from under the porch. A deltd silence 
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succeeded to the murmur of human voices, as 
if out of respect to the condemned, who had now 
gained the base of the scaffold. They mounted 
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must have supped heavily, to have been visited 
by nightmare. Do not think you will frighten 
those who go supperless to bed, as I do. My 
dreams are light as air, and outreach my 
memory. However, let us banish this folly, 
and occupy ourselves with business of import- 
ance. Where is Monsieur Jean Montalvan ?" 

" He ought to have been here.'*' 

" Do you not guess, De Schermere?" 
inquired Kaesembrodt, sarcastically, of the 
sheriff. 

^* I would pronounce him to be a wolf in 
sheep's clothing — ^a spy of Alba's. He pro- 
mised to be here by nine, and his absence 
on so important an occasion causes my fears 
to start up alarmed." 

At this moment footsteps were audible. 

^^ Here he comes," exclaimed Kaesembrodt. 
^* De Schermere, we shall have a laugh at you 
this night, and I trust, next year " 

The door opened, but it was not Monsieur 
Montalvan who crossed the threshold. The 
intruder was a young ^man apparently about 
twenty. As he approached the table^ he threw 
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back his cloak, and raised his beaver« He 
spoke not, but fixed his look on the confounded 
patriots. Kaesembrodt was the first to 
regain his presence of mind ; he rose from his 
seat to welcome the new comer, whom he 
recognised. 

" Welcome, Don Fernando Alcantara," said 
he, "we little expected to be honoured by 
your presence. When last we met, "'twas at 
Willebroeck, and see how strange the fates 
treat us.*' 

" Yes," replied Fernando, coolly, " we meet 
when least you expected it. The hour " 

** Oh,^ interrupted the secretary, " such loyal 
subjects as we look not to time. We have 
been planning an address of fidelity to the 
Duke." 

"Who will, no doubt, feel himself much 
honoured. To-morrow you and the Burgo- 
master may present it to his Highness." 

"Indeed!" exclaimed Straelen. ''Are we, 
then, to be present at the council to-morrow ? 
I did not expect this honoun" 

"The Duke of Alba knows how to reward 

VOL. II. D 
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hi9 friends ; and I am sent hither for the ex- 
press purpose of having the honour of con- 
ducting you^ Mynheer Straelen, and you, Jean 
Kaesembrodt, to the Commandant-Oeoerars 
presence,^ 

"What means this language, SefiorT' 

'' That you are my prisoners. I demand your 
swords," 

" Our swords !"' exclaimed the Burgomaster, 
unsheathing his. ^' Never ! YoUf instead of 
taking us prisoners, shall be our captive." 

'^ Halloo, Herrera ! advance with your 
guards." 

In an instant the faithful Herrera, followed 
by ten men-at-arms, entered the apartmisnt. 

'* Your swords, gentlemen," again, demanded 
Fernando of his astounded prisoners. ^* Re- 
sistance is useless, unless you wish to stain 
your floor with blood« Sefior Straelen." 

Whilst the Burgomaster and Kaesembrodt 
gave up their swords, De Schermere ap- 
proached the latter, and whispered — '^ I trust, 
noble friend, you will find this to be but a joke 
of Albans '' 
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" Here, guards, separate these traitors ! 
Herrera, you have my instructions as to your 
two captives ; and have to answer for their safe 
conduct to Villevorde. As for you, gentlemen/' 
said he, addressing the sheriffs, and those he 
had no orders to arrest/ ^^ it is my desire that 
you remain here all night: attempt not to 
escape, or worse may come upon you ; and 
take my advice, place each of you a padlock 
on your tongue." 

With that, he left the apartment to ac- 
company his two prisoners as far as the city 
gates, and give further instructions to Herrera, 
to pi^vent the possibility of escape. 



d2 
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CHAPTER XV. 

"Oh, joy, joy!— thou art come again! This is thy 
hand— these thy lips. Say that thon didst not desert 
me for the love of another ; say it again— say it ever I 
and I will pardon thee all the rest !" 

Zanoni. 

Shb leant on the balcony, the happy Dolores. 
Happy ! thrice happy girl. The words of the 
messenger, which still rang harmoniously upon 
her ear, *^ This night he will be with thefe ! " 
were confirmed by a few hasty, but sincere, 
sentences, traced on a scrap of paper, which 
now lay close to her throbbing heart. 

O Time, stretch thy wings ! Fly swifter. 
Are thy pinions then so weary, that thou 
hoverest so slothfully over head ? Obey, and 
let not this evening appear a century ! 

Such were the thoughts of our heroine, as 
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she gazed down the romantic street in which 
the house she occupied was situated. 

Keader, if you have ever visited Antwerp, 
you have no doubt permitted your admiring 
eye to dwell with pleasure on its melancholy 
but picturesque streets. You have admired 
the magnificent Place de Meir^ lined on either 
side with houses more like palaces than 
mansions, tenanted by bankers and merchants. 
You have been charmed with its Gothic 
churches ; its magnificent Cathedral, and lofty 
spire that has braved a thousand storms! 
Then the austere Town-hall, the Citadel — 
monuments of the Past! I And have they not 
brought to mind those who centuries ago 
beheld them as we do now ! Nassau, Egmont 
and De Horn, have often gazed on that steeple. 
Philip of Spain, the dreaded Alba, and the 
blood-thirsty La Torre, have entered those 
sacred walls, and offered up their prayers — 
prayers dictated by Bigotry and Superstition ! 
These are no more ; yet the Sanctuary and 
the Superstition still exist! And when that 
exalted pile, in its turn, shall have yielded to 
Time and its auxiliaries, and become a mass 
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of ruins — Bigotry will still endure to mourn 
its downfall ! ! 

Dolores was still in deep rererie. Suddenly 
the sound of footsteps, which she thought 
familiar, roused her. Leaning forward, she 
perceived a man hastily approaehing the house. 
In an instant she recognised Fernando, and 
rushed into the room, crying, *^ He's come, he's 
come !" startling Donna Drasilla, who was in 
deep conversation with Fray Antonio, as to 
whether Don Juan Montalvan, her preserver, 
would not be a fitter husband for Dolores than 
the youthful Alcantara. 

Dolores had gained the staircase, and was 
soon clasped in the arms of her lover! 

'^ Cruel one, to have left me so long." 

'' But I am here/' 

^* Say 'twas fbr ambition, and not for the 
love of another, that you left me!^ 

** Dolores, I love you !'' 

^^ Flatterer!" 

^' Nay, it is but true to say that I have suf^- 
fered much, to be the more deserving of your 
love." 

'^ Accept an orphan's thanks.*' 
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"My Dolores!" 

Our hero met with a true welcome. Donna 
Drusilla, on beholding him, forgot Montalvan, 
upon whose common-place politeness she had 
founded some tender speculations. Howeyer, 
we must pardon her weaknesses. She did not 
monopolize beauty^ haying left quite sufficient 
for her neighbours. 

The presence of Fernando recalled to Fray 
Antonio many recollectiotis. What thoughts 
crossed his brain ! His tragic life — his lost 
Cordelia — the riots of Antwerp— the frenzy of 
the people — the devastation and massacre — 
their flight from the city. Then, our hero's 
arrival at Ruppelmonde— Ximena's death! — 
all these things rose before him in vivid pano- 
rama. And again they were met at a crisis 
full of doubt and mystery. 

^' And so you have succeeded, my son," said 
the monk to Alciuitara, as he terminated the 
narrative of his mission under the pledge of 
secrecy. '* Honours will be your reward.'" 

" I look to a greater recompetise than all those 
the Duke can bestow. This hand must crown 
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my brow with laurels/' said he, seizing that of 
Dolores. " Yes, I shall go to seek my father, 
who is now at Ghent, and request his sanction 
to a union I so ardently desire." 

"Do you leave us, then, so soon? Your 
shadow has scarcely darkened our walls, and 
already you talk of departure.*' 

^^My duty. Donna Drusilia. You forget 
that I hare an account to render." 

Dolores sighed. 

" Ay," said Pray Antonio ; ^ and, perhaps, he 
has a greater part to play in the performance 
of to-morrow than he is aware of.^. 

" My orders are to be early in the palace of 
Culemberg." 

" And then you leave us ? " demanded 
Dolores. 

**Only for a short — 3hort time!" 
• • • ' . • . 

Open thy gates, venerable Antwerp! 
Guards, let down the drawbridge. Beholti, 
it is Fortune's favourite that clears thy fortifi- 
cations, and spur^ his charger into a brisk trot 
on his way to Brussels ! 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

" O toi, Soleil, o toi ! qui rend le jour au monde, 
Que ne Tas tu laiss^ dans une nuit profonde^ 
A de si noirs forfaits prates tu tes rayons } 
£t peux tu sans horreur, ypir ce que nous voyons.'' 

Ij€S Frhes Ennemis. 

The fatal 9th of September dawned at last, 
and the rays of an autumnal sun smiled joy- 
fully on the devoted city, and^ threw renewed 
vigour into the heart of a lonely horseman. 
From the dust that covered him and his jaded 
steed, it was evident that neither had pressed 
mattress or straw that night. The cavalier 
caressed his horse, and the noble animal, as if 
comprehending the intent of its rider, quick-r 
ened its pace; Village after village was passed 
and at last the steeples of the capital became 
visible. 

d3 
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" Courage, Attila," said the horseman, play- 
ing with the steed's mane — " Courage ! yon- 
der lies the city, and your toils shall soon be 
ended." 

The horse snorted — tossed its head — t^rew 
foam all over its rider — and then broke into a 
brisk canter. 

We are now in Brussels. The city is in 
commotion, s^Ad every on^ is dressed in his best. 
The streets are crowded, and baleonies groan 
under the weight of those anxious to behold 
the pageantry of noblemen on their way to the 
Palace of Culemberg. Alba, from his window, 
perceives the bustle. 

^ Ah ! there go the unao«pecting victims," 
said he to La Torre. 

'* Tliey p«it me in mind of larks,** said the 
subtle secretary. 

"Why?" 

" Like then, they have risen with the sufi 
in freedom, but ere the sun set tbey shall pine 
in ceofineraent. The fea4liered songsters soar 
on higk to salute the glorious orb, but, dazzled 
by the fowler's mirror, reflecting the borrowed 
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rays^ tbey suddenly descend^ thinking to em- 
brace the luminary. The net then closes and 
escape is impossible ! Thou ! O potent Duke, 
art the fowler!" 

" Ha, ha ! And Philip of Spain is no doubt 
the san, metaphorictl La Torre. H^ Majesty 
sheds a halo of power round my person, which 
enables me to catch my rictims in a net known 
only to and woven by ourselves. See, there goes 
Egmont ! How he smiles upon the multitude, 
who greet him as he passes. Smile on. Count, 
smile on !'^ 

" Yonder/' said La Torre, " is Aerschot, 
accompanied by Mansfeld, with a host of our 
adherents." 

*^r But where is De Horn ? I trust Egmont 
petrsuaded him to come." 

" There can be little doubt of that. I 
see a party of horsemen now turning the 
ccMrner: among the foremost I perceive the 
Dukes of Aremberg and De Berlaymont. 
Ay, and tbere is De Horn speaking to the 
Burgomaster." 

" St. Anthony be praised ! Now go, good 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



60 THfi ilMHBSTT; 

La Torre, and prepare them for my presence — 
yet stay, is there no news from Antwerp?'' 

^'It is almost too soon — young Alcantara 
cannot well be here before twelre, and it lacks 
half an hour to noon." 

*^ Let him be admitted the instant he arrires. 
Are the warrants prepared ?" 

tfVai^as is busy with them. Your Grace 
shall have them as soon as made out." 

The grand council is sitting, presided by 
Alba. The members are discussing, and each 
advises the president to adopt measures, which, 
in the opinion of each speaker, must surely 
tend to restore peace — ^bring back plenty and 
the thousands who had emigrated ; Alba to all 
appearance listening to them with profound 
interest. Although his mind be uneasy, 
his countenance belies not his anxiety, and 
he preserves that outward tranquillity which 
gave him such power over his fellow men. 
Time, however, wore on, and no messen-r 
ger arrived with the so much wished for 
intelligexice, and on the result of which de- 
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pended the fate of some seated at the same 
table. 

" La Torre," said he, in a low whisper, "I 
can bear this suspense no longer. The council 
have discussed and argued until they have 
nothing more left for them to talk about. 
What shall I do ? Break up the council ? " 

*' Oh no— -have patience yet, I will start a 
fresh subject." 

Scarcely, however, had the secretary com- 
menced speaking, when the doors opened and 
a young man covered with dust entered. His 
looks bespoke success. Alba guessed rightly, 
for the messenger whispered, ** My prisoners 
are in custody at Villevorde, and await your 
Grace's pleasure." 

Toledo rose — spoke a few words to those he 
had convened, thanked them for their patriot- 
ism and philanthropy, and broke up the council. 

Whilst the noblemen were conversing with 
one another, he took the messenger on one 
side, complimented him on his success, and, 
drawing a parchment from his bosom, said — 
"Alcantara, as soon as the members have 
separated, go to my son Ferdinand^s house — 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



62 THE amnesty; 

you will there arrest the one whose name is in 
this warrant. — Look to this, and may fortune 
attend you." 

One by one the noUemen took their leaye. 
Egmont in his turn approached the Com- 
mandant-General . 

"A. word with you, Lamoral — I have to 
consult you on some important business. Two 
heads are wiser than one." 

Egmont bowed, and followed the Duke into 
an adjofBing ap»rtment. Alba paused b«fere 
the door that led into another room, and turn- 
ing to the Count, said — 

^ The King has ordained me to arrest you. 
I demand your sword." 

Ere the victor of Gravelines could reply, the 
door opened a»d the apartment swarmed with 
soldiery. Thunderstruck by words which 
came so unexpectedly,, and surrounded by 
guards^ nothing was left to him but to obey, 
and he gave up^ bis swordu Handing it to the 
Duke, he said — 

** However, I have sometimes used it with 
sneeess to defend the interest of the King!^ 

The Duke made no reply, shrugged up his 
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shoulder, and waved his hand to the guards to 
convey the captive into a place of safety. 

Half an hour after De Horn was arrested in 
Don Ferdinand Toledo's house. 

The news of these seizures spread like wild- 
fire in the capital^ causing general consternation . 

Ah ! Fernando Alcantara, what hast thou 
done ? Thou, who lovest, hast bereaved wives 
of their husbands, children of their fathers. 
Where are they now, who so lately clung 
fondly over all they loved ? In prison ! wait- 
ing for judgment, or rather condemnation — but 
not for justice or freedom ! 

Go on, and serve thy patron. Go on, and the 
path thou hast chosen may lead to glory, but I 
question if it lead to happiness. Poor fool, 
glance back and see who calls thee and offers 
it. Alas ! such is human nature. The temp- 
tation is too strong, and the torrent Ambition, 
which flows amidst shoals and rapids, hurls 
thee with foam and bubbles down the cas- 
cade ! ! 
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BOOK IV. 

" In the hour of adversity be not without Hope ; for 
Cryital rain falls from black clouds/' 

Nezzaumee, 
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tenance where lore of pleasure, sensuality, 
and resolution, were strongly delineated. The 
hair of glossy black repudiated any claim of du- 
bious admixture, which, when man attains his 
seyenth lustre, will sometimes encroach sans 
merci, and cause him to remember that he is 
mature and past ripening. The Count's mous- 
tache was carefully twisted upwards, whilst his 
tapering beard rested on a beautifully plaited 
frill, and threw out the richness of the point 
lace. His form was compact, and his broad 
chest denoted vigour. 

" And is that my father?" said the intruder 
to himself. ''Then reputation has not done 
him justice — he surpasses my expectations/' 

Well might Fernando be struck with the 
youthful appearance of his Sire. He had not 
seen him for many years — and he expected to 
find him tattooed with wrinkles, and if not 
bald, at least with a time-thinned head of hair, 
and that of frosty hue. 

Suddenly the Count raised his eyes. Sur- 
prised at the interruption, he sternly demanded 
the youth's business. 
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" I am your son, Sirl*^ was the reply. 
"Ah!" exclaimed the Comit, eyeing him 
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faithful friend. Herrera was a handsome fel- 
low once/* 

'^ I doubt it not, Sir^ nor am I offended at 
the allusion. I rather take it as a compliment 
to be thought like him." 

*' Indeed ! and why, my Son ?'* 

'^ Is not the old soldier of noble mien ? If 
not exalted by birth, bis virtues and excel- 
lences far outshine those^ whose qoarterings 
are too numerous to find place on their escut- 
cheons. -He has been to me a guide — a 
mentor — a Father ! " 

The Count bit his lip, and felt the justness 
of bis son's reproval. 

" I should," said he, " be jealous of him, if I 
did not think your father stood first in your 
affection. Politics and war have separated us ; 
but now that we are once more united, my first 
care shall be for your advancement. Your 
valour has been proved, and all men tell me 
you inherit your father's talents and good 
qualities. As to my bad ones, though they 
are few, I would advise you to eschew them ; 
and for that purpose I have made arrangements 
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to secure your Aiture happiness. I have fixed 
my choice on a noblie dame for you, unrivalled 
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simile of the simpleton I once was^ when I 
first beheld your mother ! " 

'* I dare Allow Give me time to 

think of this, — it is so sudden," stammered 
Fernando. 

^^ Sudden! confound the boy's bashfulness. 
However, more of this anon ; and now you may 
go and ruminate until dinner time, when I shall 
introduce you to your future father-in-law. 
He^ as well as UUoa, Romero, and Ruperto 
Menendez, dine with me." 

Fernando withdrew, delighted at the 
thoughts that Ruperto would be one of the 
guests, as he could open his heart, and ask his 
advice as to his future conduct. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

** Have patience. Sir ; O, let it not be so ; 
Herein you war against your reputation." 

The Comedy of Errors. 

Faithful to his promise, Lodrona neglected 
nothing to discover the name of Count Alcan- 
tanf s rival. Since his friend's departure, he 
had made it a point of constantly calling upon 
Donna Benigna, much to his annoyance. He 
^as bored to death with the old woman'^s con- 
versation. He commended his patience, when, 
without a murmur, he listened over and over 
again to the same stories, whioh rolled gene- 
rally on some of her ci-devant admirers. In- 
deed, the old dame was not without pretensions, 
and more than once she spoke to Amos of the 
symmetry of her arms, and how she was cele- 
brated for the smallness of her waist. This 

vol. II. B 
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led Lodrona to suppose she must have pos- 
sessed a beautiful leg, to say nothing of her 
foot and ankle. Whenever she terminated her 
narrative^ he generally observed that he re- 
gretted he had not been bom some forty years 
sooner^ or that her birth had not been delayed 
for the same period. Then the old lady virould 
smile — ^protrude het shoe from under her gar- 
ments as far as the instep — or extend a hand, 
where blue veins rising in basso relievo pro- 
claimed that youth had fled for ever. 

^* Deuce take the old coquette," said 
Lodrona to himself, '^ shall t never get hold of 
the truth ? Will all my tactics fail ? Egad, 
she gives me more trouble than the authorities 
of Antwerp. I can twist them round my little 
iinger; but this old crone puts me into her 
thimbk, and makes a fool of me." 

He next tried Fray Antonio, but the man of 
God was deaf to all entreaties. As a last 
resource, he attempteil to seduce the menials, 
but even these refused to reveal. Disgusted, 
be one day sat dowD in a fit of rage, and wrote 
the following to his friend : — 
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** My dear Alcantara, alias Montalvan, 

" A pretty fool I have made of myself, 
and all to oblige you. Hang the sex. I 
wish them ail in Peru, and you there to t«ep 
them company. Fiv« successive times have I 
sat, listening to the stories of that remnant of 
antiquity, n^rely to find out the name of a 
rival, who I believe only lives in your brain. 
I really thought that you had more sense, and 
that your oats were not only sown, but long 
ago gathered into the barn of Reason ! You 
ought to have kiln-dried them well, before 
storii^ them^up, which would have prevented 
their germinating. 

" I imagined that you had had quite enough 
of the sex, but find myself mistaken, for you 
tire no sooner stranded on the quicksands of a 
blue-eyed Scylla, than you are wrecked on the 
shallows of a black-eyed Charybdis. 

** To be candid with you, I mean to give up 
the chase. I am quite weary of it. Only 
think, when I asked them if they had any 
thoughts of marrying the girl, they stared at 
me as if such tilings had nev^r taken place ; 
E 2 
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and when [ hinted at the blessings of matri- 
mony, (a thing, by-the-by, I have never ascer- 
tained,) they actually gaped. One would 
think the girl had never spoken to a man, 
save the monk, who, I have no doubt, is an old 
sinner, judging by the sheep's eyes he casts 
now and then on your charmer. You had 
better keep your eyes open, or they will make 
a nun of her, which really would be a pity. 
Heaven knows what the Church does with so 
many wives. 

" What more shall I say to you upon a 
subject where adviice is useless, knowing that 
you will not follow it if given. Think of your 
reputation, and do not forget that reputation is 
the darling of human affection. Could I but 
summon from the grave the spectres of your 
victims, you might then think twice of the 
crime you are meditating, and in which I am 
determined no longer to lend a hand. What 
induces me, still more, to adopt this resolution, 
is, that I have lately commenced a flirtation 
with a virgin called Conscience. 

" Trouble m^ no more about this girl ; and 
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if you be determined to carry the point, you 
must intrigue for yourself. 

'* Yours truly, 

^'Amos Lodrona. 
" P. S. — It strikes me that the Senorita Do- 
lores is very like the daughter of a certain 
hidalgo!" 
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CHAPTER IIL 



' Tis dreadful : 



How rev'rend is the face of this tall pile, 
Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads. 
To bear aloft its arch'd find ponderous roof. 
By its own weight made steadfast and immoveable. 
Looking tranquillity ; it strikes an awe , 
And terror to my aching sight I—" 

CONGRBVB. 

" Welcome, my friend ! *' exclaimed Ruperto, 
pressing Fernando in his arms. " Welcome, 
thou pet of Fortune. Would that some one 
had led the blind woman across my path !" 

"Be not jealous of my lot, for she has 
forsaken me already !" 

" Forsaken you already ! " 

" Fled, I fear, for ever.'* 

" I guess ! Dolores loves no longer." 

** She is mine more than ever," 
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^' What then, has the Ck|uat heard oi your 
attachment!" 

"Nor 

" Be explicit : I hate thi$ naysitery/' 

'^The proverb says, * Manpropoeefi, and God 
disposes.' " 

^'True! but I have kaowi^ exceptions to 
that rule, and have seen pian uimIo what man 
proposes ! J But sayi what has happened V* 

'< I am affianced ta another/' 

"Another! Her name?" 

'' Eleonora Urtegui ! But. what aUs you, 
Ruperto ? you turn pale — '^ 

• ' Eleonora- — - ! Eleopora — — ! " 

** What — da you know her ?" inquired Fer, 
nando, eagerly. 

" Know her !" exclaifactd Ruperto; "Yes, I 
dakodwherf" 

'' Then, the Saints be praised, Ruperto is in 
love!" 

"Who told you so?" 

" Your eyes — ^your countenance — ^your man- 
ner, — all tell me you love ! Ah, Ruperto ! do 
you recollect when we travelled ftom Ruppel- 
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monde to Willebroeck? Shall I recall our 
conversation?" 

" No, Fernando — ^no, I remember it.'* 

"Then, why so sad?" 

" I shall lose Eleonora, and Dolores — ^poor 
Dolores — will die broken-hearted." 

" No — ^never ! she shall be mine. You need 
not shake your head/' 

" Dolores is not rich, and Eleonora is 
wealthy. May not this persuade " 

" My father, but not me. It Dolores be 
poor in purse, she is rich in attractions that 
money cannot purchase.^' 

Ruperto briefly related to his friend how 
he had become acquainted with Urtegui's 
daughter, and how they became attached. He 
then proposed to Fernando that he should 
accompany him that night to the Cathedral, 
where he was certain to meet his love. 

" With all my heart," said our hero. '^ Love 
and piety are often companions. If the adored 
be fond of masses, the adorer is sure of be- 
coming a church-goer." 

** Ha, ha ! such is the case with me." 
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''And with all of us. When angels tempt, 
those who sin should be pardoned^" 

It was night ! Two men crossed the church- 
yard, where lay the remains of mortality. 
They stopped suddenly to gaze on the aspect 
of the venerable church, illuminated by count- 
less torches, which threw out the splendour of 
the variegated glass. A sound, enchanting 
and sacred, died on the air. Now, it vibrated 
tremulously, and now it shook the roof, as 
the choristers joined the powerful diapason of 
the organ. 

Again the twain proceeded towards the 
church — thrust open the huge folding doors — 
dipped their fingers into the font — crossed 
themselves — and pushed through a crowd of 
paupers — ^halt and blind — who lined the less 
honourable places of the Lord's Temple^ for 
even there man has assigned for the great and 
the wealthy, one place more honourable than 
the other ! 

At last they gained the aisle. 

" Here let us pause, Fernando." 
e3 
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'* Do you see Bleonora ?** 

" Not yet- 

*' Does not your heart tell you that she is 
there?" 

** It does, and soon will pilot my eyes/' said 
Ruperto, who leant s^inst one of the pillars. 

Fernando turned towards the organ^ de* 
vouring the heavenly sound. He then looked 
towards the altar, where the smoke of incense 
perfumed the air. The frankincense — ^the music 
— the sanctity of the spot, — all combined to 
raise the vivid imagination of our hero ; and 
he felt himself transported into other regions. 
His soul rode upon the azure clouds, wafted 
by the sound of harmony ; and the voices of 
those that sang appeared to be the suffrage of 
those permitted to chant eternally round the 
throne of the All-Seeing and Omnipotent. 
Angels appeared to surround him, participating 
in the hallowed joys of mortals. 

"How beautiful are those angels!" ex- 
claimed Fernando unconsciously. 

" Angels !^ echoed Ruperto. 

Fernando started. ** Ah, Ruperto ! why 
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did you awake me from my dream f I thought 
I was among them*" 

** You spoke of the inhabitants of Heaven. 
Look yonder — there — towards the centre. Do 
you 8€(e mow! In the tenth row — the fifth 
person frc»a here,-^there kneels an angel V* 

" Ha !— and is that Eleonora r 

Among a group of women, kneeling and 
counting their beads as fast as Ups could pray 
and hands allow them, Eleonora Urtegui was 
perceptible. Her arm rested on the high^backed 
chair, and half negligently, half coquettishly, 
3he leant her hce on the palm of her hand, 
whilst the other pressed the open pages of 
her missal, B|it^ strange to say, her eyes, 
except when they glanced towards the pillar 
where stood Ruperto, were rivetted upon the 
same page, and ^er beads remained unnoticed. 
She was conspicuous for the beauty of her 
person, as well as the nobleness of her carriage. 
The mixture of the Spanish and Flemish blood 
had imparted a loveliness to her features, sin- 
gularly striking. She had inherited the blue 
eye and fair skin of her mother ; and her hair 
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was of a dark auburn tinge, falling in rich 
golden tresses upon her shoulders. 

"What think you of her?" demanded Ru- 
perto. 

'^ She is beautiful ! My father is certainly a 
man of taste. But who is that austere person- 
age kneeling beside her?" 

" Her uncle, Don Neal!" 

" I do not like his looks. I suppose he is 
rich.'' 

"Wealthier than Croesus, Lydia's King!" 

" Then, Ruperto, you are a lucky dog ! " 

At this moment the altar bell sounded. 
The congregation knelt ; the blessing was 
pronounced; when ended, the organ again 
burst forth. Then succeeded the pressure — 
the rustling of silks and satins — the harsh 
grating of a Prie Dieu on the blue slabs, — and 
the tramp of thousands of soles over the 
remains of those whose souU had long since 
fled. 
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CHAPTER IV, 

" But do not 80 ; I have five hundred crowns. 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your Father, 
Which I did store, to be my foster nurse 
When service should in my oldUmbs lie lame. 
And unregarded age, in comers thrown. 
Take that/* 

As You Like It. 

'* Ybs, Herrera — my father has cast the die." 

" But, my dear Fernando, all is not lost." 

''What shall I do?'' 

*' You say the marriage contract has been 
signed by him ?" 

''Just so!" 

" But who is the principal ?'* 

"lam!" 

"Then all you have to do, is to reject the 
contract, saying it is not to your liking. I 
would be bold, and tell the Count, that the 
lady he has chosen does not suit your choice." 

"I must summon courage." 
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'* You fear him — do you ?" 

^'Pardon my weakness, Herrera; but strange 
to say, although he be my father^ I do not feel 
half that affection for him that I do for you. 
The world may accuse me of unnatural feel- 
ings, but the world is a sorry judge of what 
passes in my breast." 

Herrera sighed. • 

" Ah ! you, who know all my secrets,*' con- 
tinued our hero, ''must not be ignorant of 
what I felt^ when the Count told me I was like 
you. I felt the observation keenly, not as 
what regards myself, but it seemed to be an 
insult offered to a faithful friend. Oh ! that 
the Count were like you, then I might love him. 
It is yott, Herrera, whom I love as a father." 

Tears started into the venerable man^s eyes^ 
He gazed tenderly on Fernando, and exclaimed 
with great emphasis, ^' It is a wise child that 
knows its own father ! " 

" Would he were not mine ! " 

" But you must make up your mind, to wed 
Eleonora or Dolores.*" 

*' I cannot abandon Dolores," 

'^ Then write the Count a few lines ; leave 
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Ghent as quickly as possible; give Dolores 
information of your intentionSy and tell her to 
prepare for a secret union. I would also write 
to Fray Antonio.** 

" Thanks^ Herrera ; but what shall I write 
to my father?" 

I '^ Caramba I an idea strikes me : I will 
sketch you a few lines."^ 

Fernando placed a sheet of paper, together 
with implements of writing, before him. In- 
spired by the Muses^ and some old eider he 
had that morning quaffed with an old acquaint- 
ance, he wrote the following^ whilst our hero 
walked restlessly about the apartment : — 

" I write these lines to you, my noble Sire, 
In few brief wordsr-your patience not to tire. 
My choice is fixed upon a maid divine. 
Who concentrates the virtues of the nine. 
I like dark eyes — ^and you have chosen blue, — 
You like fair hair — I that of sombre hue, — 
You doat on wealth — and I on true content ; 
And having said this much, I now leave Ghent." 

" There,"^ said Herrera, exultantly, ** this is 
what / would send the Count." 

Fernando took the paper from his hand, and 
could not help smiling as he read the contents. 
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" Herrera, I never knew you were a poet ! " 

" Nor I, until I tried. Do you not know 
that real talent often lies dormant, and is only 
roused when put to the test! Perhaps, had I 
been brought up with as much care as Virgil, 
I should have been as great a poet ! " • 

** May be ! But as neither honesty nor 
poetry can serve me now, I must act with 
diplomacy. I must deceive my father. I will 
<;onsent to wed Donna Eleonora, and manage 
to put the wedding o£P for a period ; and act 
in concert with her and Ruperto. Will you 
follow me to Antwerp and aid me ? " 

" I will follow you to the end of the globe, 
if end there be, although Columbus tells us 
it is as round as an orange." 

*^ But should the Count discover, and in a 
fit of ill humour disinherit me?*' 

** Why, then, the money I have saved during 
my career of service — the share of prize- 
money I have hoarded — the jewels found in 
ransacked towns, — all these shall be yours, 
and I still will be your faithful friend !" 

*^ Generous Herrera ! and would you sacrifice 
your fortune for me ?" 
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''Not sacrifice, but give. I would sacrifice 
my life for you, but can only beg of your 
accepting my hoarded wealth. It may be of 
service^ until the Count's wrath be appeased, 
should he discover your marriage. Notwith- 
standing ally he must leave to his rightful heir 
his wealth." 

" Has he then illegitimate ones?" 

" So says the world : but you know the 
world says much, and clacks like a mill. But 
now resolve^ and trust to me as long as breath 
keeps this poor mill of mine a-going." 

"I have made up my mind — you shall start 
to-morrow for Antwerp, with letters to Dolores 
and Fray Antonio. In the mean time I will 
call on Ruperto, and consult him." 
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CHAPTER V. 

" Lorenzo ! Fortune makes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the syren sings. 
I would not damp hut to aBe«re thy joy*. 
Think not that fear is sacred to the storm ; 
Stand on thy guard against the smiles of fate ! !" 
Young's Night Thoughts. 

Thk faithful messenger bad reached Ant- 
werp and delivered his letters ; and Fray An- 
tonioy desirous of furthering the wishes of those 
he loved^ hastened to prepare everything for a 
private marriage. He had succeeded in alter- 
ing Donna Drusilla's dispositions in favour of 
Montalvan, and told her to beware of Lodrona 
and his visits. Herrera and the monk^ how- 
ever, kept their counsel as regards the man 
they supposed Montalvan to be^ lest it should 
alarm Dolores ; and they were fearful Drusilla, 
by accident, might whisper it to a neighbour, 
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whoy under the pledge of seerecy, would tell 
it to* anotker and another. 

Fernando, on hia part, also acted with 
caution. He waa a constant vistter at Don 
Samuel's^ and Ruperto either accompanied 
him or met him there. Delighted at his son's 
obedi^ce, the Count became more affectionate 
towards him, and pressed him to urge his suit. 
In like manner did old Urtegui conjure his 
daughter to fix the day, but Eteonora could not 
make up her mind so hastily. She confessed 
to ber father that she liked young Alcantara^ 
but that until the flame were kindled she would 
neither give her h&nd nor sacrifice her happi- 
ness. 

" Cannot you force that girl of your's, Ur- 
tegui, to listen to you?" demanded Count 
Alcantara of his friend one day. 

^* Impossible ! I will not oppose a deter- 
mination which appears just.^ 

" Ha ! I see you encourage her obstinacy.^ 

" Call it not so^ my firiend." 

'*What else is it but stubbornness? Tis 
the Flemish bkod that flows in her veins, in- 
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berited from her mother. Do not look angry, 
Urtegui, for you know, as well as I do, that 
these Belgians are noted for obstinacy ; and in 
your rage as a magistrate you have often called 
the prisoners and their accusers headstrong 
boors." 

" But my daughter — ^what has she to (lo with 
those remarks?" 

" I mean, with due deference towards the 
memory of your late better half, that she takes 
after her mother. However, let us not quarrel: 
about such trifles. Eleonora is a splendid and a 
good girl. Come, come, here is my hand — and 
now that we have made it up, I'll away with 
you, and see if I cannot persuade her.*' 

So admirably had the young men arranged 
their plot with Eleonora, that both parents 
believed that her excuses for postponement 
proceeded merely from maiden modesty. But 
it was now time that Fernando should hasten 
to Antwerp. How were they to act? For- 
tunately the Seigneur De Burcht met him, and 
invited him as well as Ruperto to spend a week 
at his ch&teau. To this the Count did not 
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object, as it struck him that Eleonora would feel 
his absence, and be anxious for his return. 
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friends. He turned down « narrow street^ then 
.into another^ and was about to make towards 
the churchy where anxiety had peceded him, 
when a nun^ breathless from runningy caught 
him by the sleere. 

'' Follow me, bcdy father. Quick, no time 
is to be lost" 

^' Impossible ! " said the monk. 

'^ Father, you must. It is a case of DeaUi !*' 

'* Daughter, an important case of life awaits 
me, and which now demands all my attention." 

** And would you refuse to attend one who 
in half an hour may be no more — one who is 
anxious to confess ! A dying sister of our 
convent claims your immediate presence — 
haste, follow me, lest we arrive too late." 

The monk obeyed, and with hasty steps the 
saUe sister led the way towards the convent* 
As they crossed the threshold the heavy gates 
closed upon them. 

An hour — ^a heavy hour crawled on — but no 
signs of Fray Antonio. Fernando was on 
thorns ! He dispatched Herrera to search the 
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adjacent streets, whilst Ruperto went to Donna 
Drusilla's house. The latter soon returned to 
say that the monk had left shortly after they 
did^ and Herrera was unsuccessful in his 
mission. 

"Think you," cried Fernaado, "that Lo- 
drona has discovered our plot, and decoyed 
Fray Antonio away V* 

** Impossible,"^ said Herrera, '' for as I turned 
the comer of your street, I saw him knock at 
your door." 

" Dios mios !** exclaimed the old lady, *' we 
are undone. Let us hasten home/* 

" Have patience,'* said Fernando, " I will 
run on to his convent. Ruperto will take care 
of you until I return.** 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



96 THE amnestt; 



CHAPTER VI. 

" DuKB. And what's her history ? 
Vio. A blanks my lord ; she never told her love. 
But let concealment, like a worm i' th' bud. 
Feed on her damask cheek: she pin'd in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 
She sat like patience on a monument. 
Smiling at Grief." 

Twel/thNiglU. 

" Claud. Ah, Isabel ! 

IsAB. What says my brother ? 
Claud. Death's a fearful thing." 

Measure for Measure. 

Aft soon as they had entered the convent, 
the nun hurried Fray Antonio up the winding 
staircase, and scarcely giving him time to 
recover himself, tapped at a door, which imme- 
diately opened to receive them, when the monk 
found himself in the presence of the Lady 
Abbess. 
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"God be praised!" she exclaimed, "that 
you have come in time. Our poor sister has 
become worse since Sister Trinette ran to fetch 
you. I fear me she has not an hour to live." 

The Abbess then bade him follow^ and led 
the way through a long corridor, lined on 
either side with a vast number of doors leading 
to dormitories. At last they stopped before 
one over which was painted the sickening 
word, " Infirmary.'* It was the gloomy apart- 
ment where many entered, but from which few 
came out alive ! It was the room where many 
a aun had breathed her last — where death 
dwelt triumphantly. 

O virtuous Sisterhood ! Ye that eschew the 
world — the world of pleasure, and dedicate 
your lives to privations, to prayer, and to 
attentions to the sick ! Ye that lock your- 
selves up among bare walls, to fast and to 
pray — and for this, what recompense ? Money ? 
No ! all for Faith, Hope, and Charity. And 
verily ye shall have your reward. 

The Abbess had noiselessly turned the lock, 
and when they had crossed the threshold a 

VOL. II. p 
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convulsive tremor sehed on Fray Antonio. 
He beheld the form of a woman, wan and 
motionless, stretched on a coarse bed. By 
her side sat one of the sisters, who rose as the 
Superior entered. 

'* This," said the Lady Abbess, " is Sister 
Cordelia/' 

'' Cordelia ! " exclaimed Antonio. 

*' That is her name. Why do you stare so 
wildly upon her?" 

The monk answered not. The violent pal- 
pitations of his heart nearly suffocated him. 
His sight grew dim— 4he room whirled round 
and round — he fell upon the chair the sister 
had just risen from. 

''The friar is ill! Oo fetch some water! 
Haste, lest he faint !^ exclaimed the Abbess. 

The nun soon returned, and they forced 
water into his mouth and bathed his temples 
with vinegar. At last his senses partially 
returned, and he gazed wildly, now on the 
form that lay on the couch, then round the 
room, whose naked walls were solely orna- 
mented by a large black crucifix. By a Prie 
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Dieu stood the Abbess. By degrees he came 
to himself^ and his eye caught thi^ of the sick 
womaa's. They met. How they did stare, 
those eyes! They seemed to inquire^ have- 
we ever met ? and where ? and^ when 3 

" Are you better, holy father ? " 

'^ I am. Leave me now — ^untii she have con- 
fessed.*' 

The nuns departed, and left Antonio alone 
with the dying sister. 

"Father/' said she, "you have come in. 
time. Your presence has roused the expiring 

flame of life. An hour more and and I 

shall be no more. I have much to say; sit 
near me, my weakness will not permit me^ to 
speak loudly." 

"Speak, daughter, slowly and softly. Al- 
though I look old and careworn, my looks are 
traitors to my years. Sorrows have made me 
old before my time, but my hearing is good." 

" You talk of sorrows, father — ^kst to mine 
—bereft of husband — yes, father, I was married, 
and forsook a husband who adored me, to save 
the honour of a wretched father !^^ 
p2 
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The monk's heart throbbed quicker. 

** And where did you leave him V* inquired 
he, gazing intently on her face. No ; he could 
not recollect that face, or else care and time 
had mercilessly furrowed the once lovely coun- 
tenance of his beloved Cordelia. 

**I left him in Madrid, some twenty-five 
years ago.*" 

"Ah!" 

" Yes ! — ^he had gone to avenge my wrongs — 
I was innocent and accused of murder. — ^And 
he believed them, — the false accusers. — Why 
did he violate his oath!'* 

"And you " 

" I fled a beggar ! He found me in penury, 
and I left his house pennyless. Poor, poor 
Antonio !** 

Words cannot define what Fray Antonio 
felt. The rankest poison rending asunder the 
heart is but mockery to the pangs he ex- 
perienced. There lay, he was persuaded, his 
long lost Cordelia — the virtuous — the innocent 
Florinda — accused of murder by base treachery, 
A martyr to her honour, and that of her family. 
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Fray Antonio could not speak. 

" Well may you weep, holy father. Oh ! th^ 
tears that I have shed — ^tears of true sorrow 
that have bedewed my pillow, when I thought 
of him, and how we parted." 

Antonio sobbed. — ^* And and have 

you never heard of him in your wanderings?" 

" Never ! — I swore that he should not find 
me, and fearful lest he should discover me du- 
ring the lifetime of my guilty parent, I eluded 
every clue that might lead to discovery." 

^^ And do you still desire to see him?" 

" Vain wish. — We can only meet in Heaven.** 

" You might still meet on Earth ! " 

" Impossible." 

** Yet you wrote to him that some day by 
chance you might meet !" 

" How knew you that?" Speak^ father— 4o 
you then know where my long lost Antonio is?" 

^' Did you not tell him that you woujd live 
in the recollections of your love for him. Ah ! 
he has lived on yours. He exists— cruel, hn% 
yet self-sacrificing Cordelia — behold thy An- 
tonio stands before thee ! !" 
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"Thou!!" 

A loud shriek rent the air. It was not that 
ofDeatb^-butof joy — of extreme delight. For 
a moment she gazed wildly on Antonio, and 
then she fell senseless upon his breast ! 
• *...* 

Antonio supported the emaciated form of bis 
wife in his arms. Whilst wrapt in ecstasy, she 
foi'got oft^alled-jfor Death, and that the Tyrant 
had already poised his dart. 

'' And dost thou forgive me, Antonio ?" 

** I have long pardoned thee, my Ckirdelia."' 

'' Generous, but ill-used husband, I thank 
Heaven that I once more behold theo — ^that I 
have heard thy pardon !" 

'^And they accused thee of murder!" 

*' Speak no more of the past. Speak only 
of the pleasant time we spent together, and let 
t>ur separation appear as if it were but a 
dream ! " 

" Cordelia ! the dream was endless. Yet 
oow that we have met, are we so soon to 
part?" 

" To part ! ! Oh no, you would not leave 
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me. I feel as if new life had sprung up within 
me. I cauld quit this bed of sickness*— this 
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feet, Antonio, they are cold— —cold — — ! 

Let me place these hands upon thy heart 

Ah! I feel better now. This recalls our 
youthful days, when thou didst press me 
against thy heart, and wrap me in thy cloak. 
Dost recollect, Antonio, one night we saun- 
tered out alone; and the wind rose, a cold, 
icy blast, that shook the giants of the forest, 
and snatched their emerald garments from off 

their arms and . Oh, Antonio, press 

me nearer a chillness comes over me 

press me near to thee, as thou didst then. 

What ! another pang It has passed. Dost 

recollect how I laughed at danger ?" 

" I well remember, Cordelia." 

" As if it were yesterday. And now that I 
am near thee, I smile at Death. The Tyrant, 
so long deaf to my entreaties, will not snatch 
me from thee now ? '* 

Suddenly a tremor shook her frame — she 
clang closer to her husband, who bent his 
looks eagerly upon her. Her cheek was paler, 
and a cold dew burst from every pore. An- 
tonio softly whispered. She smiled, but the 
smile was not of the earth ! ! 
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We must now return to Fernando, who 
having reached the convent, was told by the 
friars that they had seen nothing of their 
brother since morning, and could give no infor- 
mation. He then proceeded to the Dominican 
Church, but no Antonio was there. 

Distracted by the counteraction of his plans, 
he mournfully resolved to send Herrera home 
with the ladies, whilst he and Ruperto should 
endeavour to gain some information as to what 
had happened to the monk. 

Sorrowfully did Dolores retrace her steps; 
whilst the old lady, naturally superstitious, 
shook her' head, and declared that Heaven was 
opposed to the match. Delightful consolation ! 

Chance brought Fernando and his com- 
. panion, after some search, through the very 
street where stood the convent that contained 
the hapless pair ; and Ruperto perceiving 
the goodly manufacturer of torches for the 
Dominican Church, standing before bis door, 
on the look out for customers, asked him if he 
had observed the Monk pa$s that way. 

The burgher replied, that he had seen the 
f3 
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friar in company with a nun, and that they 
entered the convent together. The two friends 
hurried towards the nunnery; — ^being admit- 
ted into the presence of the Abbess, briefly 
narrated how they had missed the friar, and, 
requiring him for a particular purpose, had 
traced him to her convent. 

** If your Excellencies will wait a few mo- 
ments,'' said she, " I have no doubt you will 
be able to see him. Trinette, knock at the 
Infirmary, and see whether Sister Cordelia has 
finished her confessions." 

^* Sister Cordelia!'' exclaimed Fernando. 
** Where have I heard that name? Surely it 
sounds familiarly. Can it be possible that 
Fray Antonio should *' 

He paused, as if to bring back recollections. 

"This name," said the Abbess, '^appears 
to possess a charm, for when I mentioned 
it to the holy father he gazed wildly and 
fainted. We had much trouble to recall his 
senses." 

"Cordelia ! Cordelia !" muttered 

Fernando, regardless of the presence of others. 
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*' I Jiope he is not going to faint ! " said the 
Superior to Ruperto. 

At this moment Trineite rushed into the 
apartment, pale as death, saying that the door 
was bolted — that she could not gain admittance 
—that the monk must be mad, for she heard 
him talk of love, of murder, and of abandon- 
ment. — ^That he paced the apartment like a 
maniac. 

They all became alarmed. 

*f I will break into the room," said Fer- 
nando, " and solve this mystery." 

" There,'' said the nun, " at the end of the 
gallery, is the door.'' 

The two youths led the way, followed by the 
Sisters of Charity. As soon as they reached 
the door they heard Antonio exclaim — 

'' Ha, ha ! Cordelia, thou art come at last. 
My bride, my wife, my adored ! — come, share 
my joy. What! when I embrace thee, thou 
dost not return it ! How cold those lips ! 
Why look so like chilly marble?" 

Then they heard him stride across the room 
and vociferate — 
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" What dost thou here, Phantom of Mattias ? 
Avaunt, behold thy victims ! Away, away to 
Purgatory, Ha, ha, ha ! " 

With these words, a tremendous crash, as 
of the smashing of a chair against the wall, was 
heard — then a heavy fall — ^and all was silent. 

Fernando burst the door open* Blessed 
Virgin, what a spectacle ! 

Propped up by pillows, and surrounded by 
all the horrors of death, reclined the corpse of 
the nun. Alas, Cordelia was no more. Her 
eyes stared frightfully towards the door upon 
the intruders, who recoiled terror-stricken. 
The table was upset, and the Prie Dieu, which 
he had used as a missile, lay smashed beside 
fragments of the crucifix. 

No doubt, in his ravings, he had mistaken 
the image for the felon Mattias ; and prostrate 
on the floor, amongst the wreck, lay Fray 
Antonio, exhausted and apparently lifeless ! 
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Antonio wept. As soon as he had suffi- 
ciently indulged in sorrow, Fernando detailed 
to him the occurrences, dwelling feelingly on 
the misery they had all experienced. 

" O, my son ! little did I dream of seeing 
her again. It was too much for me. Would 
that I had died, sinner that I am, when she 
expired. It would have been a boon for mine, 
to have accompanied her soul in its journey to 
a happier world ! " 

" Father, let not grief make you forget that 
which you have so often preached ! Are not 
these trials sent from Heaven to exercise our 
faith? Do you forget, that were even Cor- 
delia alive, she were lost to you for ever? 
Heaven is wiser in its ordeals than man can 
penetrate. It is for us to bear what Heaven 
inflicts." 

"That which you say is true — ^but place 
yourself fai my position." 

" Ah ! place yourself in mine," returned 
Fernando with a sigh. "Dolores is nearly 
broken-hearted. You, my father, have long 
fixed your thoughts on Death, and meditated 
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on the wbrld to come. We, in our frailty, 
have only dwelt upon the pleasures of the 



Digitized bv VjOOQLC 



112 THE amnesty; 

grief, in spite of our attempts to conceal them. 
And now, my son, withdraw awhile. Tend 
me my missal and rosary — I wish to commune 
with Heaven ! ! '' 

• ••••• 

It is the third day since Cordelia has ceased 
to live, and the bell of the cloister proclaims 
that the last duties are to be performed to a 
departed sister. She is in her coflSn, but the 
lid has not been screwed down, and numerous 
tapers placed round it throw their pale light 
upon the ghastly corpse. 

At the head of the coffin kneels a monk. 
He has been long in prayer, and i)is supplica- 
tions are often interrupted by sobs. Now he 
silently gazes upon death, and embracing the 
cold, cold clay, drops a tear upon her that 
slept. 

"Sleep thou in peace, Cordelia! Sleep, 
since such is the will of Heaven. Thou hast 
gone to receive the reward of so much virtue — 
of so much constancy. O Cordelia, my Cor- 
delia 11" 

" Father!'* exclaimed one who had entered 
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unobserved. ^^ Father, you must leave this 
spot. Come with me — the sight disturbs your 
brain." 

*^ And must I, then, abandon these remains, 
my son ?" 

" Such is the law of nature." 

"Oh cruel law ! One look, Fernando, one 
look more, and then ^" 

Antonio controlled his feelings, and strode up 
to the body — gazed upon it with diy and burn- 
ing eyes — gave one farewell embrace — and Fer- 
nando, catching lum by the arm, dragged him 
from the convent. 
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CHAPTER Vin, 

** This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
Hie tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blnshing honours thick upon him: 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost." 

L\te qf King Henry VUI. 

Count Alcantara wondered ndiy his son 
should tarry so long at Borcht. He began to 
suspect that the attractive Eleonora was for- 
gotten ; and what annoyed him still more was, 
that she whom he had chosen for his daughter- 
in-law, seldom or never mentioned his son''s 
name. He was piqued at this seeming indiffe- 
rence, and vexed beyond measure ; he did not 
know upon whom to vent his ill humour. Now 
he abused Don Samuel, who generally shrugged 
his shoulders and walked away. Then he 
almost supplicated the fair daughter of the 
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phlegmatic magistrate ; and then he fell out 
with himself for being such a fool. 

It was 'fortunate that Count Alcantara had 
Uttle time to spafe. Indeed, the Duke of Alba 
kept him ccmstantly on the '^ qui vive" as he 
wanted Ibts of the Oeuserie ; then catalogues 
of those who had signed the Compromis ; and 
i^n notes of those who had sheltered 
Protestant ministers, or who aided the Icono- 
clasts. 

It was on the fifteenth day since his son had 
left, that he rose earlier than usual, to write to 
the truimt, when a post messenger from Brus- 
sels arrived. Among the dispatches, was one 
for his son. This he enclosed with a few lines 
to Lodrona, requesting him to send it on to 
Borcht. Strange to say, the very day Don 
Amos received it, he met Fernando and Her- 
rera, who were at that moment discus^g the 
propriety of fixing his marriage for the follow- 
ing day. 

" Halloo ! I thought you were at Borcht,'" 
excliumed Lodrona, coming on them unawares. 

"I was, Seiior," replied Fernando, as ,com- 
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posedly as he could ; ^* but now you behold me 
here." 

"And what are you doing in Antwerp? 
Here, take this — it is no doubt a douceur from 
your kind father. He has written me rather a 
long letter, in which you are frequently men- 
tioned. He must be extremely fond of you, 
for he tells me he has arranged an excellent 
match for you. You need not blush. When 
you have read your letter, meet me at the 
Town-house." 

Fernando broke open the seal. Imprimis, a 
few lines from his Caro Padre insisted on his 
immediate return to Ghent ; and an enclosed 
letter from the Duke of Alba ordered him in- 
stantly to return to Brussels. 

" Read that, Herrera." 
^^ Que Diablds!" exclaimed the veteran. 
** Que Diablos, this admits of no excuse. 
Coute qui caute, we must be oflF without 
delay," 

*' And Dolores '' 

" Must patiently wait a more befitting op- 
portunity.'' 



^-- Digitized by Google 



ORy ALBA IN FLANDERS. 117 

"Poor consolation this, Herrera. You 
spoke to me of danger that might befall her 
in case I left." 

" I did ; but if you will follow my advice, 
and allow me to act, I will adopt measures 
to frustrate the wicked. Ask no questions- 
go ; take leave of your friends, and start im- 
mediately with Ruperto, so that no suspicions 
rest upon you." 

" Alas, Herrera, what a life this is !" 

" True ; but we must make ourselves as 
happy as we can, ' dans le meilleur des mondes 
possible.* '** 

The interview at Donna Drusilla's house 
was any thing but pleasant. That very day 
Ruperto and Fernando started for Ghent, 
leaving Herrera behind them to console the 
desolate Dolores. Herrera, having requested 
an interview with Fray Antonio, strongly ad- 
vised him to beware of Montalvan. He 
recommended him to return to Ruppelraonde 
with Donna Drusilla and Dolores, whilst Fer- 
nando was absent. The monk was of his 
opinion, and easily persuaded the ladies to 
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acquiesce — so they once more resolved to 
revisit the Castle. 

And Dolores returned to that dreary pile 
with a melancholy pleasure — for there she 
again, beheld the spot consecrated by first 
love. Here we must leave her for a time in 
solitude. Winter around her — and winter in 
her heart I 
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question : tell me speedily^ are you once more 
free? Or has Liberty left yoU an heir, that 
causes all this hubbub amongst the citizens of 
Brussels ?'' 

" Liberty ! " exclaimed the burgher, with 
emphasis. '^The Goddess is as chaste as 
Diana ; and in order to avoid seduction, she 
has sought refuge on the soil that gave you 
birth." 

*' Psha !" replied a citizen, who, passing by, 
overheard their discourse. " Liberty has been 
dethroned by the accursed offspring of Des- 
potism." 

** Indeed ! " replied the Englishman. " Your 
ruler's name?" 

" It is a fearful one." 

" Pronounce it.*" 

" It will make you tremble, stranger." 

" Me I r exclaimed the son of Albion, with 
a gesture of defiance. "The children of Bri- 
tain know not how to tremble! T 

"Beware, lest you be overheard; we are 
surrounded by spies. Know, then, that the 
Monster's name is Inquisition / /" 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC , 



OR, ALBA IN FLANDERS. 121 

The two citizens looked suspiciously round 
— abruptly left the stranger — and vanished 
behind the comer of the street. The as- 
tonished Briton, meditating on what he had 
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or yellow surplice, was thrown over their 
shoulders, having an aperture large enough for 
the head to pass through. On the front and 
back of this Sambeuito, a Lion's head was 
represented, with glaring eyeballs, and yawning 
mouth, the inside of which exhibited men and 
women, bound to the stake, enveloped by 
flames and writhing in agony. Altogether, 
this costume was truly frightful. In every 
fourth row, some implements belonging to the 
church were carried. One bore a silver lamp 
on the top of an ebony pole, nicely inlaid and 
embossed with the same metal. Another 
carried a banner, on which our Saviour was 
painted nailed to the cross, having on one side 
the Virgin Mary, and on the other Mary Mag- 
dalene. Others carried the effigies of those 
who had absconded, and who were condemned 
to the stake, clad in like manner as their less 
fortunate barefooted countrymen. Then came 
several coffins, containing the remains of those 
who had died previously to Alba's arrival in 
Flanders. . They had been disinterred, and 
carried from their resting places to the scene 
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of torture, as if the devouring flame could in- 
flict any pang on the decomposed flesh and 
skeletons of the offenders. 

^^ Ah ! " muttered the Englishman, as these 
objects met his sight — " not only do they com- 
mit the foulest deeds in the name of Religion, 
that should be pure and holy as God created 
it, but they rob the earth of its lawful inhe- 
ritors. Go to ! ruthless violators of the tomb, 
the souls of the departed mock ye to scorn. 
Go to ! ye can only torture the worm, that in its 
turn will devour your own bodies, that ought 
never to find rest on this earth, or in your 
imaginary purgatory, wherever you have 
placed it" 

Again the doleful chanting was resumed, in- 
terrupted by the sobs and sighs of those, 
whose naked feet trod the hard beaten snow, 
ere being reduced to ashes by the devouring 
flame. 

And now they have gained the spot ! The 
servants of the Inquisition, deaf to their en- 
treaties, strip them of their clothing. They 
are fixed to the stake — the combustibles are 
g2 
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on fire — the smoke for a few moments hovers 
round them as a cloud, concealing them from 
the gaze of their butchers, who hear their 
heart-rending shrieks with delight. 

Suddenly the breeze dispersed the dark 
vapour, and then a spectacle of horror pre- 
sented itself ! Some of the victims, suspended 
to the stake, although their lower parts were 
consumed, still struggled, shrieking and pray- 
ing for more faggots to end their sufferings. 
But the tormentors laughed, and in derision 
cast a few damp branches among the embers, 
whilst the priests held up crosses, telling them 
to call for forgiveness. 

The young Englishman had unconsciously 
followed the procession. There he stood 
amongst a crowd that had gathered to witness 
the sight. They were mostly Spaniards, ac- 
customed to such horrid spectacles; and far 
from inspiring disgust, it rather created diver- 
sion for them. 

"The Monsters!" exclaimed the stranger 
involuntarily. He started, alarmed at having 
given his thoughts utterance, and turned to 
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depart the scene of horror, when a strong 
grasp arrested his progress. Shuddering, he 
beheld before him the burgher with whom he 
had conversed within two hours. 

" Stranger," whispered he, " I thought the 
Sons of Albion never trembled." 

" Never before danger or death,'' replied the 
youth, recognising the interlocutor, and re- 
gaining his self-composure. 

" Why dost thou tremble, then?" 

** Why do I tremble ? Wherefore do you 
shiver from head to foot? Does not this sight 
cause your life's blood to congeal, and your 
very heart to stop its throbbings. Behold 
those roasting members fast turning into ashes ! 
They once claimed a resemblance to the great 
Omnipotent that formed them. But such a 
sight as this must make even Angels shudder, 
when they consider the wanton cruelty and 
barbarity of man. Do you think. Citizen, that 
God can behold such scenes, without avenging 
the violation of his blessed Son's injunction, 
* Love thy neighbour as thyself* — * l)o as you 
would they should do unto you?* Farewell! 
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I leave these unhappy realms of Bigotry, 
to greet that Isle, where her fiery sceptre 
has been quenched, never more, I trust, to 
be rekindled ! " 
With hasty steps he left the scene. 

Alba, thou has triumphed! Thou hast 
braved the people, and established thy tribunal 
of blood ! — the Inquisition, that bathes in 
gore, and inhales the fuming steam as fran- 
kincense ! 

Fourteen arch villains meet daily. The most 
cruel of them is President of this board of 
fanatics. Inhuman Vargas acts as Secretary, 
and the servile La Torre sits at Alba's right. 
But where are Berlaymont and Noircarmes ? 
Why do the Chancellor of Guelder and 
Presidents of Flanders and Artois absent 
themselves? These honourable citizens, ap- 
pointed honorary members against their in- 
clination, make a pretext of indisposition or 
business of greater moment. What cares 
Alba ? — he- only wants men in whom he can 
rely ; and he had not dared to appoint any 
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CHAPTER X. 

" JuB. O Marcia> let me hope thy kind concern 
And gentle wishes follow me to hattle !" 

Cato : Act I. 

Weeks liave elapsed since Fernando and 
Dolores parted. The orphan oft writes to her 
lover^ and he in return tells her of all his griefs. 
Hope still buoys him up, and this is her only 
consolation. She is deeply interested in all 
his occupations; — with what anxiety she breaks 
open his letters ! The last she received from 
him, contained the account of a heart-rending 
scene, when Kaesembrodt, the secretary of 
Egmont, was put to torture, to divulge the 
spot where his master had concealed his 
treasure. 

But the worst had yet to come. The Pro- 
testants, determined to try their strength, had 



Digitized "by 



Google 



HPaVHWiPi 



OR, ALBA IN FLANDERS. 129 

marched towards Belgium. Lodrona had left 
Antwerp at the head of 4,000 Infantry and 
300 Cavalry, to be commanded jointly by him 
and Sanchez D'Avila, to oppose Lancey and 
Villiers, who had entered the Guelder provinces 
at the head of 10,000 men. On the other 
hand, Count Louis of Nassau entered Friesland 
with 10,000 Infantiyand 3,000 Cavalry. Alba 
immediately dispatched the Duke of Aremberg 
and De Meghe to that province, appointing 
Fernando Alcantara aid-de-camp to the 
former. They met close to the Abbey of 
Heiligerlee, near Groningen. Aremberg, fear- 
ful of encountering an enemy so advantage- 
ously situated, represented to the Spaniards, 
that it would be an act of folly to attack the 
Protestants ; but they laughed him to scorn — 
treating him with epithets such as ^^ Traitor to 
the Chui-ch," and ** Coward." Annoyed by 
these reproaches, he determined to try his 
chance, and yielded to the ardour of the 
soldiers, whom he followed rather than led to 
the attack, and fought as a common private. 
It was a scene of carnage. Adolphus of 
G 3 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



130 THE amnesty; 

Nassau and Aremberg met in the melee — they 
both fell by each other^s hands^ whilst Count 
Louis made a dreadful slaughter of the 
Spaniards. The Flemings only spared the 
Germans in the pay of Alba, massacring 
without mercy the Spaniards they took pri- 
soners. 

Fernando and his faithful Herrera escaped 
with a few others, as if by miracle. In the 
onset of the attack, his horse, frightened by 
the roar of artillery, made a desperate plunge, 
and leaped over a hedge into an adjoining 
field, which unfortunately was a marsh. The 
noble animal sunk into the mire. The more 
it attempted to extricate itself, the deeper it 
«ank, leaving only its back above the trem- 
bling earth. It was a frightful situation for 
Fernando — an awful death staring him in the 
face ! Preserving his presence of mind, he 
managed to stand upon the saddle, which 
enabled Herrera and a soldier, by means of a 
lance, to extricate him from his dangerous 
position. As for the poor steed, it disappeared 
for ever ! 
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Seeing that they had lost the day, Herrera 
mounted Fernando upon a horse of the slain, 
and made for the city of Groningen. They 
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CHAPTER XL 

" Bur. , aupres de vous k regret introduit, 

L'ordre du tribunal en ce lieu me conduit. 
Ministre de rigeur, je remplis non sans peine 
Le s^v^re devoir qui maintenant m'am^ne ; 
Mais le salut du tr6ne et Tint^r^t des lois 
M'ont 6t^ d^s longtemps la liberty du choi^. 
II faut done m'expliquery et je dois vous apprendre 

Un arr^t " 

Marie Stuart: Act I. Sc. 7. 

Open thy gates, dark prisons of BrusseFs, 
— gpen them wide. Two noble prisoners are 
about to grace your inexorable walls. Treat 
them not harshly, for their time is short, their 
houi's are numbered. To-day they enter, to- 
morrow they will abandon you for ever. To- 
morrow, O fatal fifth of June — to-morrow 
blood will flow ! 

The words uttered by Alba to Fernando, 
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had been exDressed so determinedlv. that the 
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selves by seeing. Rumour, this time, has not 
belied her thousand tongues. Look yonder, 
brave — ^yes brave, but cowed citizens — ^look 
yonder ! Do you not see that cloud of dust ? 
It envelopes the victims and their guards. It 
is raised by the tramp of two thousand of your 
oppressors. See, they approach. Behold the 
martyrs to the cause of Liberty, bound in com- 
mon carts* Carts that have borne the farmers' 
toil to market^^that have carried home the 
fruitful harvest to their bams — that have borne 
manure — loathsome manure — to fertilize their 
fields. These now are the conveyances of the 
noblest of your patriots — of the defenders of 
your laws— of the bravest of your land. We 
speak not of their nobility ; for worth, deeds, 
and patriotism are the only true nobility— titles 
that kings cannot create, nor interest nor money 
purchase. 

The noble Counts have reached the gaol— 
they are deposited in separate cells. Alba has 
sent them a ghostly comforter in the person of 
the Bishop of Ypres. The reverend father 
having confessed De Horn, now entered the 
room where Egmcmt was confined. 
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The Count had just finished a letter to the 
King, in which he recalled to His Majesty's 
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you now. Time wanes, and waits not for 
man to make his peace with God ; let us 
pray!" 

And they prayed, fervently, devotedly. And 
Egmont arose, trusting that he had obtained 
Heaven'^s pardon, still, however, confiding in 
maris clemency. Strange that the hope of life 
should cling to us, even while death infolds 
us in his grisly arms ! 

The bars grated harshly, and the iron-coated 
door swung heavily on its massive hinges. The 
messengers of miscalled justice crossed the 
threshold, and found Egmont leaning his 
head on the Bishop's shoulder, whilst the 
reverend father whispered consolation. La- 
moral started — brushed away the tears — and 
drew himself erect, as he recognised, in the 
messengers, Juliano Romero and Fernando 
Alcantara. 

" We have come," said the former,." by order 
of the Duke, to inform you of the sentence 
pronounced by the Tribunal. Read it, Alcan- 
tara.'' 

" It is with deep regret, Count Egmont, 
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that I present myself to you again, under 
such inauspicious circumstances. The orders 
I have received from the hands of His High- 
ness are peremptory. My duty ordains me 
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'' Hope not, my [Son, I intreat you," said 
the Bishop. " I know Alba ! '' , 

" Bather, I still hope to live — still hope for < 

pardon ! My wife— my children awake feelings ] 

within my heart, and supplicate me, fer their 
sake, to hope, beyond all reason !^ 

** Alas, my Son ! Thou hopest against 

HOPB.'' 
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with outstretched wings and dazzling sword, 
refulgent as when he hurled the rebellious 
angels — 

"... headlong, flaming from the ethereal sky. 
With hideous ruin and combustion, down 
To bottomless perdition.'* 

The daily visitor has fast soared above the 
horizon, and his rays are becoming more and 
more vertical. Already he has sucked up the 
dew that drowsy night has left on the painted 
casements and protruding balconies. His rays 
now rest, on what? — a dreary sight. A mourn- 
ful spectacle welcomed day's bright harbinger, 
which smiles alike on the dismal scaffold with 
the same indifference as it embmces the angel, 
the crucifix, the axe, the Inquisitors and the 
victims ! 

The Counts were in their cells. De Horn, 
despairing of pardon, was meditating on 
futurity ! Not that of this, but of the world 
he was aboQt to enter. He prayed fervently. 
Egmont had also supplicated Heaven; but 
hope for pardon was more strongly grafted in 
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his breast than in that of his unfortunate com- 
panion. He started at the least sound. And 

if "nprr^Vinimp- tVip isiilnr nnfiSpH ninno* tliA 



Digitized 



by Google 



142 THE amnesty; 

despair and thirst for vengeance ! The tyrant 
quailed, and hurrying up a spiral staircase, 
placed himself at a small casement, where, 
protected by the folds of the dark drapery, 
he could view the execution unobserved by 
the people. 

Th€L signal to bring forth the prisoners is 
given. 

• • • • . . 

Again Egmont hears the sound of footsteps. 
He starts — listens — and distinguishes the sound 
of voices ! — this time, the jailor is not alone — he 
is accompanied by otliers. They pause before 
the cell that contains the solitary De Horn. 
He hears the voice of liis friend. Is it possible ? 
are they come to free them? Dare he still 
hope to see his wife, to embrace his children, 
and tread the earth according to his will and 
pleasure ! 

The key turns harshly in the rusty lock. 
The bolt strikes loudly against its coiToded 
sockets. The door swings on its massive 
hinges, and the Bishop of Ypres, followed by 
Fernando, enters the cell, whilst Romero and 
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the jailor stand beside De Horn, who waite for 

his companion to meet the dreaded headsman. 

" Is there still hope of pardon?" hastily de- 
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gold. He wore on his head a black hat, or- 
namented with white and black plumes, and 
canned a pocket-handkerchief in his hands, 
which, at his earnest desire, had not been 
bound. He then gazed on the multitude, and 
distinctly heard the sol>s of those who mourned 
his untimely fate. He walked up to Romero. 

"Don Juliano," said he, "tell me, from your 
soul, is there, then, no hope ? " 

Romero shook his head. 

" Do not deceive me, Romero, but speak 
frankly — can I still indulge the idea of pardon? 
Has the Duke resolved on my execution?" 

Don Juliano averted his head and shrugged 
up his shoulders. Seeing this, the Count threw 
off his mantle and gown, and knelt with the 
Bishop in prayer. 

He then threw his hat backwards— drew out 
of his pouch a silk nightcap in which he enve- 
loped his head and face — and signified to the 
Bishop that he might withdraw. Awaiting the 
instrument of death, he exclaimed in a loud 
voice — *' Almighty Father, into thy hands I 
commit my soul ! " 
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Scarcely were these words spoken when the 
axe descended and Egmont was Immortal ! 

De Horn had the sorrow of seeing the blood 
of his friend flow from the headless trunk 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

" From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night. 
The hum of either army stilly sounds, 
Iliat the fiz'd sentineb idmott receive 
The secret whispers of each other's watch." 

Life qfKing Henry V. 

The Spanish army had crossed the river 
Meuse and encamped at Amheim and De- 
venter, where the Duke of Alba had made a 
short sojourn to reconnoitre. At the latter 
place a ludicrous scene took place, which first 
caused fear, but soon created merriment. One 
morning the scouts returned in all haste to the 
camp, stating that they had heard the beating 
of drums and seen colours flying. Aiba 
immediately ranged his army in battle array. 
Already the cannon were charged, the muskets 
loaded, and the messengers of death only 
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waited the signal to fly with the rapidity of 
lightning, and pour destruction amongst the 
ranks of the Huguenots. The tattoo becomes 
more audible. The colours are visible. But 
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Spaniards; and beheld some hundreds of men 
and women in their Sunday suitS; returning 
from the village church, preceded by drums, 
fifes, and flying colours, escorting a new mar- 
ried couple to their humble, but happy home. 
He hastily retraced his steps to inform the 
Generalissimo of the strange fpes he had seen. 
The Duke and his staff laughed heartily at 
this ridiculous mistake, and then rode up to 
the highway to view the merry peasants, who, 
void of care, danced and sang, careless of the 
morrow or of passing events. 

"Happy boors!" muttered Alba. "Your 
pillows, though stuffed with straw, are softer 
than those of down which vainly court me to 
repose ! Ye lay yourselves down to rest, and 
night seems but the period of a moment, for ye 
sleep away the dark hours in peace, and awake 
to happiness; whilst I, the ruler of these 
realms, who cause ye all to tremble, tremble 
in my turn when I stretch upon my bed of 
thorns!" 

As these thoughts shot through the imagi- 
nation of Alvarez of Toledo, his usually bril- 
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liant eye appeared to the bystanders to rest on 
vacancy. He gazed on the laughing proces- 
sion, but saw them not^ nor heard he their 
joyous shouting. Calling for a goblet of 
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yided may sixut about till doomsday alc^ the 
banks looking £9r truffles." 

'' Ab ! Ruperto, you are ever gay^ even, in the 
presence of Death !" 

*' Death; indeed ! He does not want to deal 
virith me yet, much less with you. What would 
he do with two such fellows as we are? Wait till 
we are married — wait till we have happiness 
within our reach, and the jealous scoundrel will 
soon enough tap at our doors. Mind you say 
* No admission for unwelcome visitors ! ' " 

" Egad, Ruperto, there is no keeping him 
out when he insists upon entering. It is worse 
when he says like the mermaid — ^Follow, 
follow, follow me ! ' " 

" Well, hang old Barebones; when he comes, 
the only way is to bravely shake hands with 
him." 

Fernando sighed. 

" Plague on your sighs — of what use are 
they ? If Zephyr could waft them, warm from 
your heart, to the bower of Dolores, I would 
say sigh on, and I would do the same for 
Eleonora. But the Flemish breezes would 
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turn them to icicles before they lefl the camp. 
Come, let us sup ; I have the hunger of a wolf. 
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Filippo held the bottle to the lamp, shut 
one eye, viewed the magnified flame through 
the amber liquid, smacked his lips, declared 
the wine to have been in bottle more than ten 
years, and, with a nod and a knowing wink, 
drew the. cork. The liberated wine fell with 
harmonious sound from its prison into the 
transparent glasses, chiming the tones and 
semi-tones of the gamut, commencing with a 
fortissimo^ expressing impetuosity, and dying 
into ^pianissimo, denoting languor, whilst the 
bursting foam put the impatient drinkers in 
mind of Venus emerging from the sea. 

"Here is to the health of those we love!"' 
said Ruperto. 

"And let this wine entomb unfavourable 
destiny. Ah ! what is that noise ?'' 

" Nothing," replied Herrera, ** save tlie sen* 
tinels exchanging shots, to show that they are 
not asleep." 

"Ah !" said Fernando, "many wake now, 
who are to sleep the eternal sleep ere this time 
to-morrow. But let us look to our armour 
— the enemy will try the rivets.'''* 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



OR, ALBA IN FLANDERS. 163 



Digitized by VjO OQLC 



154 THB amkestt; 

Prince Louis of Nassau had chosen an ex- 
cellent position, and drawn up his army, 
14,000 strong, close to the village of Gem- 
mingen — occupying a tongue of land, partly 
bathed by the Ems, partly washed by the 
DoUaert; and the two rivers meeting at the 
point formed large whirlpools, where they in- 
termixed and united their strength. Thus the 
flank of the Count's army was well protected, 
and he waited the attack of the royalists, with 
determination to offer strong resbtance. But 
the Spaniards attacked the mercenaries with 
so much fury and tumultuousness, that the 
Germans, who only fought for gain, wavered 
at the first onset, and gave evident signs of 
flight. In vain did Prince Louis rush amongst 
them to urge them on. In vain did he call on 
them to fight, for there was no possibility of 
retreat. The hirelings were fast losing ground, 
4md the royalists gaining on them. At last 
the Prince, foremost in the meUe^ cried — " On, 
dastards ! dead to fame;" but his voice was 
unregarded by his still retreating troops. En- 
raged, he fought like a fiend, in the hope of 
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encouraging them^ shouting as he dealt his 
deadly blows — " Cowards ! would ye rather 
perish in the slimy waters, than on the field 
like heroes ? Follow me, I strike for Liberty, 
and they for Tyranny. Be free, or die the 
slaves of Spain." 

Alas ! the dastards only thought that by 
casting off their armour, and leaping into the 
Ems, they might reach the opposite bank : 
but ere they got half way, they sank to rise no 
more. 

Alba in the meantime, seeing that Victory 
hovered o'*er his head, urged his troops to press 
hard upon the Calvinists. The Catholics gave 
them neither time for breathing nor reflection. 
Ruperto and Fernando fought side by side, 
and the faithful Herrera was ever at his friend's 
flank, ready to aid him in case of need. All 
of a sudden he exclaimed — *^ Yonder is Prince 
Louis, I know him by his orange scarf. Let 
us press forward, we may take him prisoner t" 

" Follow me," cried Ruperto, dashing into 
the melee 

Fernando attempted to do so, but the space 
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was instantly filled, and he found himseif 
attacked by three sturdy Germans, who, had 
it not been for the timely assistance of Her- 
rera, would have sent him to his last home. 
Our hero had cut down one of his assailants, 
had disabled a second, and was raising his 
pliant blade to dash the Teuton's morion 
asunder, when the German leant forward with 
the intent of aiming at a faulty part of his 
armour. The point of his rapier was within 
an inch of Fernando's body, when Filippo 
discharged a pistol at the Calvinist, who rolled 
from his saddle, a corse. On, on they gal- 
loped, making sad havoc. The Spaniards, more 
thirsty after carnage than greedy after booty, 
massacred sans merci almost all the Count's 
soldiers, giving no quarter. Many hoping to 
escape the sword, cast theiftselve^ into the 
river and were drowned. Upwards of 6,000 
were slain, and 20 standards, and 10 large 
cannon and 6 lesser ones, yclept after the six 
notes of the gamuts were in possession of the 
victors. 

Alba, impatient to learn . intelligence of the 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



OR, ALBA IN FLANDERS. 157 

Prince, on whose head he had set a price, 
demanded of every one he encountered, what 
had become of him. No one could give him 
satisfactory information. At last he spied 
Fernando, accompanied, by Herrera, returning 
from the pursuit, the former with an orange 
scarf in his hands. 

"What news of the Prince?" demanded 
Alba. 

"He must have fallen," replied our hero; 
" on entering his tent, I found his clothes and 
armour carelessly thrown on the ground, as 
also this scarf, which I learnt from a wounded 
soldier was his! "" • ' "^ 

" Indeed !'' exclaimed the Duke, extending 
his hand to take the orange scarf, fringed with 
gold, from the young warrior's hands. " Yes, 
this was his. I wish I grasped him now as I 
do this silken badge. Curse the Huguenots, 
when shall we exterminate them ? Here, Al- 
cantara, preserve this scarf, and I place his 
armour under your especial charge; it will 
serve to grace our triumphal entry into the 
capital !" 
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Fernando bowed, and took the token of 
distinction from Toledo's hands. 

" As I live," cried the Duke, " here comes 
Ruperto, scarce recognisable from dust and 
gore. Welcome, Marquis, welcome! do you 
bring us good news ? Who has the Count's 
head?" 

" No one that I know of but himself," re- 
sponded Ruperto. ^'I hoped, at one time, to 
have been the temporary possessor to present 
it to your Gh-ace, but the fates have decreed 
otherwise." 

*^ Madre di Dios!" exclaimed the Duke, 
"** and so he breathes still." 

'' Heaven knows ! I was engaged with him 
for a few seconds, hand to hand. Suddenly 
a small body of Belgian nobiUty^ who followed 
the fortunes of Count Louis, and fought like 
lions, came to the rescue. One of them 
rushed i^inst me with such force as to knock 
down my chaiger, and we both lay rolling in 
the mire. I soon, however, arose, remounted 
my steed, and at the head of some lusty lances, 
pursued the Huguenots, who had dashed into 
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the Ems, buffeting against the torrent that 
sucked many of them under. When we 
reached the water's edge, we found the river 
covered with hats^ like so many small craft, 
dropping down with the tide, whilst their 
owners, no doubt, lie softly in the river's bed.*' 

" The best place for them, and I hope Nas- 
sau's couch will be for ever there. However, 
search the camp and field of battle, peradven- 
ture you may find his body amongst the slain !" 

"Search!" cried a voice from amongst a 
mound of the dying and the dead, that startled 
the bystanders. ^' Search, until your eyeballs 
ache. Ye will look in vain, vile despots ! 
Nassau is safe. Disguised as a common sol- 
dier, when abandoned by his dastardly merce* 
naries, he swam across the river and reached 
the opposite shore in safety!" 

** Who are you with so brave a voice amongst 
the victors?'' 

** Your foe. A Belgian. Yes, tyrant, sa- 
tellite of a bigoted monarch, one of the dying 
sons of Belgium curses you with his last 
breath! Tremble! Alba! Tremble!" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

** Sbm p. The deer is lodged, I've track'd her to her covert : 
Be sure you mind the word, and when I give it 
Rush in at once^ and seize upon your prey. 
Let not her cries or tears have force to move 
you." 

Cato: Act IV. 

There was not a creature in all Flanders 
happier than the boor Petrus. He constantly 
attended the Lady Dolores,' who usually spent 
the whole of the day in the gardens of the 
castle, cultivating the beautiful flowers that she 
and Fernando had planted. They had grown 
rapidly. Nature was newly decked in her 
holiday garments of exquisite beauty and rich- 
ness. To her floral children of a season, Petrus 
had lent all his care; — now tying up the 
woodbines and the honeysuckles, that shot 
their slim branches through the framework of 
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the bower in which Dolores delighted to sit ; 
then carefully watering the musk roses, and 
picking the choicest flowers when they had 
attained maturity, to form nosegays, or large 
bouquets to ornament his mistress' apartments. 
His heart bounded with delight when she 
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You must not think so wickedly^ for should 
Alcantara, which Heaven forbid, be slain, 
you must only mourn his loss. See how 
patiently / bear misfortunes." 

^' Ah ! you talk of patience, but how can 
those whose minds are ever on the rack, be 
patient ? / cannot comprehend that doctrine." 

No wonder: — ^The monk was a man of 
mature years ; she, jtist budding into woman- 
hood. He was a man of sorrows — he had 
drunk deeply from the cup of bitterness — she 
had only put her lips to the brim, and recoiled 
at the acridity. He had learnt what she had 
not — " the world's easy lesson, to clothe bit- 
terness within the most rigid vesture of ^n 
external composure ! " 

Whilst discoui*sing with the monk, she per- 
ceived Petms at a little distance making signs, 
as if he had something to communicate. She 
rose to inquire the cause. 

" Pardon me, Sefiorita," said the boor, look- 
ing cautiously about him, whilst his left hand 
kept fumbling in his pocket. Dolores thought 
she heard the chink of money. 
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Petrus ! ' — I popped my head into the room, 
and inquired what she wantefd. * Bless my 
soul/ said she, ' I declare I never thought of 
returning the sheets Donna Drusilla lent me 
when my daughter was taken so unwell. And 
the Donna Dolores^ what will she say? I 
was going to observe that I never heard of such 
negligence, when one of the officers came up 
to me, and said, ' What is that you are talking 
about?'" 

'' * Sheets,' replied I. * Ccaramha^ said he, 
' do you take me to be a fool ? I say, what is 
it you said just now?' I replied, ^ that I had 
never heard of such negligence in not returning 
the sheets/ ^HombreV exclaimed he, *the 
Devil take your sheets. Tell me what you 
said about Donna Drusilla, and Donna Do- 
lores.' *I never said anything about them, 
Sefior; it was dame Van. derAa, who 'said 
they would be vexed about the sheets.'- 'With 
that he flew into a' violent passion, and sw6r6 
if I tormented him any more about the bed- 
clothes,^ he would horsewhip me. t I had a 
mind tOt let go the bridles^ and make ofl* as 
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fast as I could ; but he guessed my intentions 
— called a soldier to hold the horses — and took 
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but not young. I should say his age was 

foity. 
^ Good Heavens, it nrast be Montalvan !^ 
'* Montalvan ! Oh, no ! His compam<m8 

called him Orlando, and be addressed one of 

them as Vitelli." 

" Tliis is strange — ^vory stnmge !" 

" It may be so. But, Sefiorita, you forget 

the poor wemried pilgrim. He is anxious to 

see you." 

'^True ; I shall now bend my steps towards 

the good old darnels house. But you did not 

tell me what became of the officers ?" 

" Oh ! they by this time are a good way 

on their road to Ghent, whither they were 

bound.*' 

" And the pilgrim, whence does he come ?" 
" That I cannot say. He entered the public 

house about half an hour after the troopers 

left." 

Alone, in an upper chamber of the public 
house, sat a man, wrapped in a large brown 
cloak, which reached his heels. A slouched 
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hat partly concealed his features, and he was 
buried in thought, when a gentle tap at the 
door awoke him from his reverie. It opened. 
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" Yes, Seiiorita, an epistle. Surely I have 
not left it below ! — Stay one moment— I shall 
return instantly.^ 

Ere Dolores had time to reply, he left the 
apartment. But what was her astonishment 
when she heard the key turn ? She flew to 
the door— tried to open it, — but it was locked 
from without. A sudden fear came over her. 

*' Ah ! what shrieks are those ? " 

They were those of *' Murder ! — save me t 
help! help!" 

A moment more, and the house door closed 
with a heavy crash, and all below was still as 
death ! 

• " • . • . • • • • - 

An hour, a heavy hour passed, and Dolores 
was still alone. When she recovered from 
her surprise, she called on dame Van der Aa, 
but received no answer. The room in which 
she was confined, was situated at the back of 
the house ; and for security, the only window 
that gave light to it was barred. Escape was 
impossible! Fear nearly drove her frantic; 
and in her despair, she cried out of the open 
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window for succour, but no kind voice replied 
to her call. She sat down and wept bitterly. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

*' I hear the sound of feet ! they march this way !'' 

Cato : Act IV. 



" O Gods ! 'tis he, 'tis he." 

Ibid. 

BuRiBD in thought, pondering on her strange 
situation, sat the unhappy Dolores. Suddenly 
the tramp of horses^ hoofs smote her ear! 
Were they deliverers, or the agents of the 
mysterious pilgrim, come to bear her off? 
Should she venture to cry for help ? She flew 
to the window ; and whilst she hesitated what 
course to adopt, the lock grated and the door 
opened. 

Two athletic, savage-looking fellows crossed 
the threshold and stood before her. 
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'' Follow US, fair lady — no harm shall befall 

you. 

"Let me go!" she cried, falling on her 
knees. 
" Go !" exclaimed the soldier. " Nay, that 
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long journey, and, judging by the quantity of 
dust that covered their armour, rather rusty and 
unpolished, showing the marks of recent ser- 
vice, they must have been on horseback since 
dawn of day. 

"Heaven be praised!" exclaimed one, 
as they turned an angle of the road, 
^'Heaven be praised, yonder are the battle- 
ments of the dark pile where we shall repose 
this night." 

" Little does Dolores imagine that we are 
so near. She thinks, Fernando, we are still 
among the dykes and dams of swampy Hol- 
land." 

*' It will be an agreeable surprise to all 
parties." 

" You are right, Herrera. But what do I 
see yonder ? Horses and armed men standing 
before Dame Van der Aa's." 

"They belong to Lodrona's regiment. 
Drunken dogs, thirsty as sponges, lazy as 
mules, but brave as dragons. They seem to 
be quarrelling. Zounds ! we shall soon give 
them a quietus.'" 
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" What do I see ? They appear to be drag- 
ging a female !" exclaimed Ruperto. 

"Surely/' said Herrera, "they have not 
mistaken the old crone for a modern Helen ! 
They must be drunk indeed !"' 

" Let us spur on," said Fernando, " I sus- 
pect all is not right." 

At this moment a well known voice shouted 
to the horsemen to advance. The sound ap- 
peared to come from the sky ; and on looking 
up, Herrera beheld Petrus, perched on the 
bough of a half-decayed oak, waving his hat, 
and calling on them to hasten on. 

Still the scuffle went on, and the cries of a 
female reached the ears of the travellers. She 
had recognised her lover and his companions 
— they neared and neared. What were her 
tormentors to do — they had no time to lose — 
the intended victim's rescuers were within 
pistol shot ; — they mounted, released their cap- 
tive, and galloped across the meadows as fast 
as their horses could carry them. 

A second more, and Fernando clasped 
Dolores in his arms. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

** O Love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy : 
In iiieanue rein thy joy, scant this excess : 
I feel too much thy blessing; make it less 
For fear I surfeit I" 

Merchant of Venice, 

Donna Dbusilla and Fray Antonio were 
seated in the tapestried room — she at work, and 
he reading the news to her. The papers had 
just been sent frcmi Antwerp, and his eye im- 
mediately rested upon the following, printed, 
as now-a-days, in large characters — 

'^ Impobtant News from Holland : — ^Tjse 
Battle of Gbmminobk— -Complete Over- 
TflBow of the Huguenots, and supposed 
Death of Count Nassau ! ! ' • 

How they devoured the news — ^how eagerly 
they glanced over the list of killed and wounded ! 
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"God Jbe praised," said Fray Antonio, 
*' Fernando's name does not figure here, nor 
Ruperto's, nor Herrera'ls ! Would that Dolores 
were here, that I might communicate the in- 
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'* And if you will take my advice, you will 
all of you leave for Antwerp to-morrow, or at 
latest the day after. You are not safe here, 
I assure you. Besides, the f6tes are approach- 
ing, and you may as well be there as here ; the 
pageantry, I am told, will be carried out on a 
magnificent scale." 

" But who is this Montalvan?'** again de- 
manded the monk. 

*' Beelzebub! a fallen angel !" saying 

which — for Herrera was discreet — he left the 
apartment. 

The occurrences of that day composed the 
theme of conversation during the evening. 
Herrera advised them to return to Antwerp 
without loss of time. He pointed out, in most 
vivid colours, the impropriety of tarrying any 
longer at the Castle, watched as they were by 
some unknown enemy. 

" However,'' said Fernando, " however great 
or trifling be the danger that threatens Dolores, 
let us follow Herrera's advice. Dolores is as 
anxious as myself that our marriage take place 
as soon as possible. Donna Eleonora, mistress 
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of her fortune^ has consented to elope with 
Ruperto. He will stealthily go to Ghent, 
carry off and bring his future wife to Antwerp, 
where we both can be married on the same 
day/' 

''And what will Don Samuel, and the 
Count, your father, say?" demanded the 
monk. 

" Say ! Why, that • All's well that ends well' 
— they must submit, * O per forza^ o per 
amoref and I think they have very little of the 
latter, except for themselves.^ 

" Galeatum sero duelli pcenitetf* said Fray 
Antonio. 

'* Indeed," replied Ruperto, " we both stood 
up in our saddles before leaping.'* 

"Then," said Fray Antonio, '' ' Fidelitas^ 
vincitf and I shall be happy to tie the Gordian 
knot." 

"Which those would-be Alexanders shall 
not cut," observed Herrera. 

On the following day Ruperto left for Ghent, 
and Donna Drusilla, her ward, Fray Antonio, 
Fernando, and Herrera, embarked for Antwerp, 
i3 
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in which city they hoped to find shelter and 
happiness. 

Little did they suppose that new trials 
awaited them there. Away with the brambles 
and nettles that obstruct our paths ! — and yet, 
without them^ what would existence be? — A 
monotonous Dream ! ! 
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ere six months have elapsed, this immense 
army of the invader will be disbanded or dis- 
persed." 

" I accept the pledge." 

" Bravo ! and we shall drink it in company 
with my little charmer." 

** Indeed ! she still occupies your thoughts ?" 

"More than ever. Only fancy how singu- 
larly I discovered her retreat.*" 

"Retreat! Did she then fly your pre- 
sence?" 

" Not that I know of. I am certain, how- 
ever, of the fact that she did leave Antwerp — 
why, I cannot say." 

'* Then you have not seen her?^ 

" Not I ! — but I spoke to one who serves 
her. The fellow wanted to blind me, but I 
found out what I wanted. Knowing that I 
could not possibly return to Ruppelmonde, 
since the hauteur of the nobility and the inso- 
lence of the mobility give me so much occupa- 
tion, making me a slave to business, I deter- 
mined to adopt other means. You know Ruy 
Gonzales.^ 
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- " Indeed I do. He is the greatest rascal 
ever exported from Spain." 

"Ha, ha!" 

" I wonder you employ the villain."'* 
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" Good Heavens ! Orlaado, surely you do 
not meditate that crime ! '* 

'' Indeed I do, and I am every moment ex- 
pecting my messenger with his booty. Wait a 
little, and you will see her here*" 

*^ Alcantara, do not attempt so rash an act. 
Beware of the consequences. Have you for- 
gotten your former misdeeds. Has the me- 
mory of the unfortunate " 

*' Hold, Amos ! mention not that name.^ 

'^ Ha ! you turn pale. Has her injured 
spirit haunted you ?" 

^^ Be silent, Amos. Do you forget that you 
were the tempter — that it was you and Frede- 
rick Toledo who laughed my morals into mere 
shadows — that you changed me from virtue to 
vice? Now that I am hardened in sin, you turn 
upon me, hypocrite that you are." 

^* I have recanted long ago, and deeply 
regret the past. Would I could persuade you 
to follow my example/' 

** If you want to preach, go into the fields ; 
you will find plenty of frogs there who will pa- 
tiently listen to you." 
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Lodrona was about to reply^ when Ruy 
Gronzales entered. 

*' Ha, Gonzales— say that she is safe, and 
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Tell me, this instant, where she is, or by the 
beard of the man that made me» I will strike 
you down ! ^ 

Gonzales then related what had happened, 
and how the lady had been rescued by three 
noblemen, just as his men were on the point of 
carrying her off. 

Orlando became furious. His eyes flashed 
fire. He swore, and cursed every one. 

^^ Curse no one,^ said Lodrona, who had 
patiently listened to the details imparted by 
Gonzales, and watched the workings of Alcan- 
tara's face. " Curse no one, lest you yourself 
be cursed — which, if you go on as you do, is 
likely to be the case. Farewell, Alcantara, 
I'm glad she has escaped !" 

** Farewell, Amos. It is well to play the 
hypocrite and forget the past.*" 

*' As I told you before, I was young then, 
and thoughtless. I have repented — it is time 

you should. Adieu, remember "" 

" Another word, Lodrona, and *" 

But Lodrona heard not his threat — he had 
left the apartment. 



Digitized 



by Google 



OR^ ALBA IN FLAKDERS. 185 

At this momenta messenger arrived, bearing 
a letter from Don Samuel^ informing him that 
his daughter Eleonora had left her home, and 
had written a few lines to him, stating, that 
when next they met he would behold her as 
Marchioness Menendez. 

So great was the rage of Alcantara, that 
Gonzales fled from the apartment in dismay, 
leaving the Count to indulge in all the vehe- 
mence of his fury in solitude. 
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BOOK V. 
CHAPTER I. 

" What do I see > Who's this ?" 



Cato. 



It was the beginning of July, 1669, and all 
tongues were busy with the approaching arrival 
of the Duke of Alba and the Court. The Go- 
vernor-General wished to visit Antwerp, in 
order to court the favour of the citizens ; and 
desirous of obtaining a favourable reception, he 
issued a proclamation, stating that he had fixed 
upon the 16th of July, to publish a General 
Amnesty y obtained from the Pope and the King, 
in favour of those who had committed delin- 
quencies. The citizens were delighted at this 
joyous news, and most of them prepared to 
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give the Duke as splendid a reception as their 
means and their vanity could afford or dictate. 

Donna Drusilla, tempted by the fineness of 
the day, and curiosity to behold the costly 
preparations that were being made on the 
Place de Meir, induced Dolores to accom- 
pany her. Accordingly they sallied forth. 
Ere they reached that splendid street they 
were met by one whose presence they little 
anticipated. 

It was Count Alcantara ! 

Strange sensations took possession of Dolores 
as she again beheld Montalvan. Her heart 
seemed to leap as if it prompted her to greet 
him affectionately. Some magnetic influence 
seemed to draw her towards that man. And 
yet she felt a shuddering horror creep over her 
hearty as she sank abashed before his dissolute 
glances. 

Donna Drusilla and the gay deceiver ex- 
changed a few words^ and Dolores^ who was 
unable to command speech, was not sorry when 
he bade adiem. Yet she knew not why she re- 
gretted his promised visit on the following day. 
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When they returned home, Fernando in- 
formed her that Ruperto, his wife, and her 
father, had arrived for the ceremonies. 

But a melancholy foreboding tenanted the 
heart of Dolores, which she vainly strove to 
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CHAPTER II. 

" Honr charming is divine philosophy l 
Not harsh and crahbed» as dull fools suppose. 
But muaicaly aa is Apollo's lute. 
And a perpetual feast of nectar'd sweets, ' 
Where no crude surfeit rdgns !" 

Milton. 

Notwithstanding that the Duke had issued 
a proclamation of amnesty, the streets were 
deserted, for the Inquisition had terrified the 
multitude. The prisons had been filling daily 
— victims were added to victims — and those 
who escaped torture, heard the shrieks of their 
brothers, or saw them stretched on the rack. 
And fear had so frozen ** the genial current of 
the soul,^ that even complaint was silent. 
Such was the situation of Antwerp on the 1st 
of July, 1669. 
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One evening, a party of Spanish soldiers 
passing through the Rtie du Sac^ roared out^ 
Viva el Rey y la Inquisicion^ intimidating 
the inhabitants. Scarcely were the revellers 
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which gave light in day-time to a vast saloon, 
filled with marble statues and antiquities of all 
descriptions — ^virgins and saints without num- 
ber, mixed pile-mile with the busts of war- 
riors and infidels. These speechless and in- 
animate gods and demi-gods, saints and sinners, 
together with armour, weapons of all descrip- 
tions, musical instruments, gewgaws, and a 
thousand etceteras, were robbed from quasi- 
darkness by the sickly rays of a lamp that 
burnt before the image of the household 
Lares, the Madonna. In a back room, 
much better illuminated than the firont one, 
and which served both as parlour, dining-room, 
and nursery, sat an interesting young woman 
of about two and twenty. She was knitting. 
Occasionally she ceased her labour to look 
fondly upon her child, her first-bom, that lay 
in blessed slumber, the slumber of a cherub, 
in a small cradle close by her feet ; — and she 
would bend over it, and embrace it, pouring 
blessings on its head and that of its parent. 
And if the infant started, she threw aside her 
work, ready to allay its first sorrows. There 
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she would kneel, and inhale the child's sweet 
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'* No, Sefior ; but I expect him every mo- 
ment.'*' 

"Pray, then, admit me — I will await his 
return, having a messs^e for him from his 
Grace the Duke of Alba, who has arrived." 

Mevrow Jungeling opened the door, and a 
goodly youth crossed the threshold. 

" Do not inconvenience yourself," said he ; 
** only leave me a light, as yon taper bums 
dimly, and I shall find plenty of amusement 
here, until Jungeling arrive." 

The sculptor's wife did According to his 
request, and retired to the back room, alter- 
nately to look on her child and the stranger, 
who had seated himself in a large arm-chair, 
contemplating the strange things that sur- 
rounded him. Presently his imagination took 
fire, and forgetting the presence of another 
person, Jungeling's wife heard him soliloquize 
in the following manner : — 

"What a strange place is an antiqua- 
rian's store-room ! One for sweet and bitter 
thoughts ! for glad and sad imaginings ! What 
philosophy and what grave sermons are taught 
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to US by those speechless, yet eloquent memo- 
rials of ^bygone days ! What tales of for- 
gotten friendship ! — of withered love ! — of pious 
devotion ! — of pride, 9f courage, of honourable 



Di gitized by 



Goog le 



198 THS ammeott; 

hands that formed them are dust — ^though the 
hearts of those who valued them are senseless 

and FORGOTTEN ! 

^* Here is the helmet that^ glancing brightly 
in the battle-field, protected a hero's brow; 
here the plume that graced it, followed in the 
tournament by Beauty's searching eye, and 
known amongst a thousand. And, Oh ! the 
gale of sighs that attended it, and the throb- 
bings that the waving of that faded plume 
created ! 

'^ Here is suspended the sword that drank 
the warm blood of a valiant chief, and broke 
his widow's heart ! Here the mailed gauntlet, 
that flung defiance in a rivaFs teeth]! 

" But what is this ? A rosary ! gemmed 
with a thousand, nay ten thousand prayers, 
uttered by holy lips, warm from the pioius 
heart of pure devotion. Or, did it register but 
the words of praise, unworthy offerings from an 
estranged soul, whose thoughts were wandering 
still to cherished sins, and dreamt, by doling 
out unmeaning forms, to appease the wrath of 
an offended God ? Go to, worm-eaten relic, I 
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cast thee from me ! — I fear thou hast oil been 
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arrogant, swore his loved Aspasia did the sun 
outshine. They met and fought : — the stronger 
conquered, and the weaker fell. So man gains 
honour, — is ycleped valiant, because he slays 
that which he ought to save ! 

^' There hangs the clock which oft, ay, 
many times and oil, has cheated Time ! But 
the sly old knave, by constant work, has worn 
it off its hinges ; and now no longer fit to mark 
the present, it hangs — a sad memorial of the 
past! 

" Perhaps this ring, pledge of illicit passion, 
broke the heart of an adoring wife. May be 
it was a dying parent's gift, or, peradventure, 
that of sacred love. If so, I'll ask how many 
times hast witnessed fond embraces ? Heard 
the oft repeated oath, ^I swear that I do 
love thee?' How many days of bliss hast seen? 
But love too oft, like ice, melteth away in 
tears! Tell me, O ring! hast felt the frigid 
clasp of tenderness grown colder? — Seen 
shortened visits? — Heard excuses vain? How 
many baths of bitter tears tookest thou — of 
bitter tears — to wash away tlie^ kisses of false 
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love? How many? Bauble, away! FU 

niipstirkn thfip no mnre. hut 1f»t ihp.^. kf^en thv 
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on the cold marble shoulder of the Goddess of 
Beauty ; the other was extended upwards, ex- 
pressire of the feelings that animated his breasts 
However, on hearing the door close, he turned 
bis head, and beheld the man be was sent to 
seek. The light fell upon his face, and, Junge- 
ling recognising the stranger, saluted him, with 
many apologies for his long absence. 

'* It matters not, Jungeling— during your ab- 
sence I luive been communing with the past. 
These remnants of antiquity, that crowd here, 
teach more philosophy than all the pages 
bygone sages have ever written, or those to 
come may write. Yes, Jungeling, I have been 
wandering from the present into the remotest 
period of man's existence-^felt his first discon- 
tent — experienced his first sensations of sur- 
prise and bliss ! " 

" I regret to have disturbed your reflections, 
Selior Don Fernando. I will retire with 
Marianne, and give you further opportunity to 
indulge your thoughts ! '' 

" Nay, you have tarried longer than neces- 
sary. The Duke is impatient to see you, and 
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you must follow me immediately into his 



__D^i^zed by VjO OQLC 



204 THE amnesty; 

being pressed, like the rest of her sex, yielded 
at last, and good-humouredly sang the fol- 
lowing verse : — 

'' Estos Caiiones, 
Son muybueoos 
£n inano del Escultor ! 
£s el que forma. 
La hermosa Estatiia 
Del gran vencedor ! 
Si, mi, fa, re, sol. 
Do, la, si bemolJ'* 

" Very much to the purport," said our hero, 
" and very prettily sung. I shall, with your 
permission, return some other day to learn 
them. I am certain his Grace will be much 
amused with them, especially the chorus. And 
now we must be off, it is growing late." 

Fernando Alcantara wished the amiable 
songstress good night. 

" How long will you be absent, dearest?" 
inquired the wife of her husband. 

" Not long," replied Jungeling. 

" You always say so, yet remain away for 
hours.'* 

" Business must be attended to." 
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" Business ! how I hate that word !" 
" So do I, esposa mia, — but without it we 
cannot live." And he patted her rosy cheek, 
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CHAPTER III. 

" Immortal Hebe, fresh with bloom divine. 
The golden goblet crowns with purple wine!'' 

Homer's Iliad. 

No one was fonder of a good glass of real 
Schiedam than old Herrera, and the veteran 
knew right well where to find it. Mynheer 
Josephus Van Es, the keeper of the well-known 
tavern, St. John the Baptist, was celebrated 
both for the excellence of his liquids and the 
beauty of his barmaids. How can we be sur- 
prised, then, that Herrera paid the saint daily 
visits? The sign of Father Mathew himself, 
swinging over a tavern door, would be a suffi- 
cient apology for the most temperate thirsty 
souls to seek for spiritual comfort within. All 
depends upon proof! — and the liquids of Van 
Es were above proof, for which Herrera was 
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neither religious nor polite enough to take the 
sainf s or the landlord's word. Nor was he the 
only one who loved to pay the corpulent pub- 
lican his devoirs; all the old women of the 
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eluded, in this rolling world, who ean prove to 
me that he is free. Either his wife, or his 
wealth, or his poverty, or the law — just or un- 
just — or a bad habit, or something else, is his 
tyrant. As for me, experience has taught me 
to be a philosopher, so help me Bacchus : — 
and now I'll in and see how Trintje and 
Mieke look — the two prettiest girls in Ant- 
werp I'" 

The trooper was right ; Trintje and Mieke 
are pretty girls, and attract customers. They 
have lowish foreheads, which is mther against 
them ; but as Van Es'*s friends were no phreno- 
logists, they never gave it a thought whether 
these modem Hebes had the reflective facul- 
ties of comparison or causality. NHmportis^ 
for their light blue eyes sparkle, their brown 
hair is refulgent, their teeth are white and well 
set, and their cheeks are blooming roses ; 
their noses — ah! those protuberant orna- 
ments are unfortunately undefinable. Herrera 
pronounced them to be Romans reversed, and 
only fit to hang kettles on. To the above 
attractions roust be added a neat costume. 
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consisting of a Flanders cap, adorned with 
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himself apon a seat, and calling to Trintje to 
bring him a glass of real Schiedam, as he 
twitched the girl under the chin. 

'' Excuse me, Sefior Herrera/' demanded 
Mynheer Kets, a rich weayer, who had hitherto 
sat in silent admiration ; *' but I should like to 
know what the word Caramba means. You 
Spaniards constantly use it* 

^' So we do. Caramba means Caramba, as 
Hollands means Schiedam : that is, it expresses 
itself by another word." 

" That is no explanation." 

"You must be very dull," said Herrera, 
"for it is as plain as the nose on your 
face." 

Here they all burst into a general laugh, for 
the weaver^s proboscis identified him as a lineal 
descendant of Slaukenbuges. ! 

"That is right, Herrera," said De Witt, 
chuckling, " Reddite cuique mum!" 

" Topers," said the weaver, "have always a 
laugh for those who treat them; so you are 
welcome to your joke, mynheers, since you pay 
for it through the nose !^ 
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'^ Bravo, Kets !" cried the butcher, who was 
taking a measure at his own expense. 

'' Well, well," said Herrera, « I " 

" Stop a moment," said Cornelius De Witt, 
interrupting him; "be not hasty — Nefestina 
loqtd^ and remember that Eleganiice rhetoricm 
dant lucem orationi ! " 

" A truce to your Latin," said Kets, impa- 
tiently ; '* we know nothing about it. Go on, 
Herrera, with your explanations." 

" Very well," said he, " I will expound this 
mysterious word .-^-Caramba means— Nothing ! 
— And yet it means Everything. We use it 
for admiration, dislike, contempt, murder, 
and sudden death ! " 

" That is a mystical explanation," observed 
the lawyer. " Sapientia " 

" Now, none of your sapsy De Witt. — Pro- 
ceed, Herrera,'' said Kets. 

** De Witt says I explain metaphorically — I 
will speak plainly. — You good citizens of Ant- 
werp are always * goodnessing yourselves,' and 
* blessing your souls.' Now, tell me, is there 
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one amongst you who is not past all blessing i 
and do any of you possess an ounce of good- 
ness in your bodies ? " 

" Well, I declare, I never !" exclaimed Hans 
op den Bei^h, the parish clerk and sexton, 
who stood gaping at Herrera. "Did you, 
Mieke?" 

Mieke said nothing, but smiled and showed 
her teeth. 

" Ha ! I am too old for Mieke," said Her- 
rera. " Twenty years ago, I am sure, were she 
as old as she is now, she would have met me 
in the churchyard at midnight." 

The blooming Hebe laughed and shook her 
head. 

"Bless my soul!*' 

" What? "said Herrera, looking significantly 
at Hans. 

"Caramba! I meant," said he, "This 
puts me in mind that I have a grave to dig 
to-night." 

" Don't talk of it," said the lawyer ; " keep 
your memento mori to yourself." 
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*' It is all in the way of business/* said 
Vermoelen. 
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no intrusion. None wish to see what Hans 
does ; and they who would, must grope their 
way amongst a labyrinth of tombstones to find 
me. There is not one present here who dares 
to face the spirits, who chorus my song whilst 
I delve!" 

" I wager there is !" said Herrera. 

" I accept it — ^Twelve pmts of Hollands." 

"Agreed!" 

The conversation then turned from one to 
another subject. Politics — ^taxes — religion — 
the statue of Alba — ghosts and realities^ — all 
were huddled together. Mieke and Trintje 
dozed whilst the former were discussed, but as 
soon as tlie word Goblin came on the tapis, 
sleep fled, and they devoured the stories. At 
last Hans, unperceived, left the tavern, elated 
with the spirits he had drank, to face the 
spirits of the churchyard. 

The unfeeling finger, that cares neither for 
sociality nor sorrow — ^happiness nor misery — 
drunkenness nor sobriety — marked tw^ity 
minutes to twelve. Herrera rose, and requested 
his companions not to break up their merry- 
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making, stating that he would shortly return 
with the affrighted sexton. 

"And in your absence," said Cornelius 
De Witt, " we will not speak ill of you. De 
mortuis et ahsentihus nil nisi honum.'" 

"Amen !" exclaimed Herrera, as he closed 
the door. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" When those whom Heaven distinguishes from millions. 

And show'rs profusely power and splendour on them. 

Whatever the expanded heart can wish ; when they. 

Accepting the reward, neglect the duty. 

Or worse, pervert those gifts to deeds of ruin, 

Is there a wretch they rule so base as they ? 

Guilty at once of sacrilege to Heaven, 

And of perfidious robbery to man ! " 

Mallet. 

The Duke of Alba had arrived at Antwerp, 
and taken up his abode in one of the wings of 
the Inquisitorial prison, for we scarcely dare 
call it a palace. Strange was^ and still is, that 
custom of the Spaniards, to employ the resi- 
dences of their governors for the double pur- 
pose of palace and prison! Strange associates, 
indeed !•— on the one side, luxury and pleasure 
— on the other, loathsome captivity and mourn- 
ing ! From this ought not rulers to deduce the 
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morale that there is but a short distance between 
power and degradation — ^luxury and a bundle 
of straw? Unfortunately^ man in prosperity 
will neither mark, learn, nor inwardly digest. 
It is only when his power declines that he 
reasons, and then it is too late. 

In this building, which graced, or rather 
disgraced, the Place St. Walbui^e, was a large 
reception room, its windows commanding an 
extensive view of the Scheldt, the citadel, and 
Tite de Flandres. The walls of this apartment 
were hung with drapery, and the ceiling was 
considerably blackened by smoke. Altogether 
this room formed a picture of the times, 
imparting a melancholy air of bigotry and 
superstition. 

Eleven persons were seated at a table covered 
with parchments. The president was a man 
of about sixty, extremely authoritative in ap- 
pearance. Although so many winters, had 
bleached his hair ; his dark piercing eye had 
lost nothing of its lustre. Few could with- 
stand its gaze, and men quailed beneath his 
knitted eyebrows. Although of a martial 
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presence, his taut en$emble bespoke the man 
governed by fanaticism, which made him alter- 
nately the slare of the crown and the mitre. 
This man was Alba ! 

He had just finished reading his notes, re- 
specting ei perpetual tax about to be laid, and 
looking round, asked what those present 
thought about it. 

*' It is highly necessary," said Louis del Rio, 
'^ since that heretical Elizabeth has robbed us 
of our monies." 

" I second the motion," said Sanchez D'Arila. 
** How are we to pay the troops?" 

"What is yanr opinion!" demanded the 
Duke of Alba of Viglius. 

" That it is an odious one !". 

" Ha ! and what say you, Hopperus ? 

" I advise your Grace to pause before levymg 
it." 

" Indeed ! what are your motires !" 

"They are too numerous to develop, and 
would tire your Grace. The States General 
will oppose It, excuse the expression, as 
tyrannous !"* 
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'^ Tyrannous !" exclaimed Alba« 

" Tyrannous I" echoed La Torre and Vargas. 

" These fellows want putting down/' whis- 
pered Praetz to Del Rio. 

" Have patience ; listen to Viglius." 

Viglius observed, that this imposition would 
destroy the privileges of the provinces, and 
that the Belgians only tolerated voluntary 
taxes. He asked if this were the recompense 
of the many sacrifices they had made ? 

" However just your remarks, wise Viglius," 
observed Alba, "they fall to the ground be- 
fore a less tolerant needer than myself. The 
proverb says, NecessUas non hahet legem ! and 
want must be nourished." 

'^ Want is a sorry customer, and one not so 
easily satisfied. There are other ways to 
content the greedy petitioner, than imposing 
odious taxes on an independent people«" 

" Independent !^' exclaimed Alba. 

^' I mean/' said Viglius, '^ a people accus- 
tomed to an '<aiy, gentle^ and wise government." 

'^ That is difierent,"^ said Alba, leaning on 
his elbow, wrapt in thought. 
L 2 
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** I say, Lodrona,'' said Count Alcantara in 
a whisper to his friend, ** I say it is all non- 
sense/' 

" What do you mean ?" 

*^ Why, about this girl Dolores. She is no 
more married than the Pope. I met her this 
afternoon with that old Argus, Donna Dru- 
silla." 

" Oh ! I thought you meant the tax."" 

" Confound the tax and tax-gatherers. My 
levy is on women. Could you not hint to 
Vargas, who has the management of the pro- 
cession, that you know the prettiest girl in 
Antwerp. She might be a fit person to repre- 
sent Clemency." 

"Well thought! we will talk of that by 
and by.** 

Notwithstanding that Alcantara and Lo- 
drona had often disagreed, nay, quarrelled, on 
the subject of Dolores, the latter saw that it 
was useless his interfering any further in de- 
terring Alcantara from his purpose ; so he be- 
came a passive instrument, and consented, noti' 
chalamment, to all that his friend proposed. 
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^ith the indifference of one who hears with 
one ear, and allows it to go out of the other. 
He secretly determined, if possible, to save 
her from the fangs of her persecutor. 
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<< The people imut be kept ia check !" ex- 
cl^med Alba, '' and shaU ! ! " 

'^ But the day will come when the people 
will think diffaMotly. Why not construct 
high roads, thoroughfiBtres, canals, wharfs, and 
light up the streets at night* This would give 
employment to the idle— *banish paupers and 
discontent — for want of employment engenders 
discontent-— discontent, rebellion and its thou- 
sand evils ! *' 

The courtiers watched the Duke's coun- 
tenance to see whether they were or were not 
to murmur dissatisfaction. But the president's 
face was as placid as the ocean in a calm, and 
that calm was the forerunner of a. frightful 
storm. 

" By the by," said Alba, in order to turn 
the conversation, " what are those petitions 
sent me to-day ? Read them. La Torre." 

" Here is one for the aboUtion of the tax 
on liquids." 

" You may set it by." 

" Another for the abolition of the impo- 
sition on manufactured goods." 
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The Duke waved his hand. 
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" Why, please your Grace, here is a memo- 
rial from one of the parties, who signed for the 
suppression of funerals in the city.^ 
'•For what r 

" Ha, ha ! To dispose of the dead upon a 
new principle." 
" Caramba ! How ? Run it over!" 
'' May it please your Grace, 

'' The humble petition, &c. 
^'Your memorialist begs to inform your 
Grace, of a new plan he has in view for the 
disposal of the dead : — 

'' Considering that it is most injurious to the 
living that the dead be deposited in ceme- 
teries, especially in those situated in towns 
and cities, which are crammed as full as 
they possibly can hold ; 
'^ Considering the enormity of the crime of 

profaning the ashes of the deceased ; 
^' Considering the salubrity of the people ; 

** Your memorialist has considered, and has 
discovered an admirable plan, which, if carried 
into execution, will prove of immense use to 
mankind in general. 
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" By the erection of a spacious furnace, to 
be built about five miles distant from the city, 
the bodies of the departed may be reduced to 
ashes in the space of a few moments^ without 
causing any inconvenience or annoyance to the 
living. By so doing, the remains of those con- 
sumed may be collected by the relatives or 
friends, and placed in urns, leaving them at 
liberty to make household lares of them, or 
deposit them in sepulchres. 

" Your memorialist begs to enclose a plan of 
the furnace, and all the apparatus pertaining 
thereto, 

*' Your memorialist, although he hesitates not 
to say, that he may be pronounced too sanguine 
or insane, begs, nevertheless, to assure your 
Grace, that in times of plague and other con- 
tagious diseases, his plkn will be found of vast 
utility to the public, especially when graves 
cannot be dug quickly enough. Furtheitnore, 
it will be the means of preventing people from 
being interred alive — the idea of which is 
enough to make one's flesh creep on one's bones. 

** Your memorialist, etcetera, etcetera." 
l3 
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A general laugh burst from the assembly. 

'^ This man is no monomaniac /" exclauned 
Alba, '^ although you may rate him a lunatic. 
If generally adopted, the plan would be good. 
It certainly would prevent many a one from 
bemg interred alive, and I have heard of dread- 
ful cases. But here comes Jungeling. Wel- 
come, great sculptor, be seated . Why — Sefiors 
Hopperus and Viglius, you are not going to 
leave us ? Stay, I wish to consult you about 
the inscription for my statue." 

'^ Your Grace is surrounded with so much 
talent," said Hopperus, " that surely such 
humble personages as Viglius and myself can 
be of no service. And we have much matter 
for the morrow." 

^^ If so, I will not detain you." - 

^^ Speak to Vaigas, Lodrona," said Alcan- 
tara. 

" Patience, patience, there is plenty of 
time. Are you afraid she will be buried alive? " 

*' No, nonsense, but I hate delay." 

" Now, Sefiors," said Alba, " now for this 
inscription. Vargas, you are an excellent . 
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Latin scholar. Let it be short, but expressive, 
and conuaence with my name and titles." 

" Most assuredly,^' replied the subtle secre- 
tary, and he wrote as follows : — 

'' Ferdinando Aharis a Toledo. AW^b dud, 



Digitized by 



G o o g le 



228 THE AMKE6TT; 

** I wish/' whispered Alcantara, ** that he 
had done with his inscription. I am sick of 
it, and am all impatience " 

** Tash, tush/' said Lodrona. 

** Here, Jungeling,^ said the Duke, ^* take 
this and have it cast as soon as possible. I am 
anxious to have the statue erected without de- 
lay. To-morrow I shall visit your foundry, 
and inspect your labours in person." 

The sculptor bowed and withdrew. 

" Vargas," said Alba, " have you succeeded 
in obtaining two damsels to ride on either side 
of me, and represent Clemency ?" 

Vargas shook his head. 

" Perhaps," observed the Duke, " CJount 
Alcantara might be more fortunate. I know 
he is a connoisseur in the matter of beauty ; 
but mind, Alcantara, they must be chaste, and 
without blemish !" 

" I know of a fairy,** replied Alcantara, 
" who without exception is fairest of the 
fair." 

"Ha! her name?" 
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" Nay," replied the Count, ** your Grace 
must make no inquiries. I must first try and 
persuade her." 

" Persuade ! If it rests upon that, I will not 
hesitate to give you an order to enforce her 
attendance. Here/' said the Duke, handing 
Alcantara a paper which he had signed, " fill 
up the name of the beauteous unknown." 

The council was then broken up. Lodrona 
invited Vargas to supper on the plea of ar- 
ranging matters with Alcantara. The invita- 
tion was accepted, and the trio hastened to 
Lodrona's quarters to indulge in Epicurism ! 
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CHAPTER V. 

** The grare, dread thing ! 
Men shiyer when thou'rt nam'd : Nature appal'd 
. Shakes off her wonted firmness — 

See yon maker of the dead man's bed^ 

The Sexton— hoary-headed chronide 1 

Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne'er stole 

A gentle tear; with mattock in his hand 

Digs thro' whole rows of kindred and acquaintance 

By far his juniors ! Scarce a skull's cast up 

But well he knew its owner, and can tell 

Some passage of his life." 

Blair. 

It still wanted a few minutes to midnight. 
The moon never shone more beautifully nor 
brightly than it did that night, upon the marble 
monuments of the Crreat, and the wooden 
crosses of the Humble. The latter, unitamed 
-—unlettered, whilst the former recorded deeds 
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that were never performed, and virtues never 
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existing — ^the burying the dead in the very 
heart of a densely crowded city. 

" Ah !" exclaimed he, " yonder is old Hans, 
hungry as the carrion crow, cutting through 
strata of the dead — singing as he tosses them 
up, as if the rogue were digging for gold! 
And so he does, it is his bread ! I'll to him. 
Hark ! how merrily he sings.'' 

The sexton, unconscious of an eye-witness 

to his exploits, was singing his favourite air. 

The owl, tu-whit, tu-whoo'ed mournfully, and 

Hans mocked the notes of the Ivy Queen, by 

mixing them up with his song, which ran as 

follows : — 

** Tu-whit, tu-whoo :— the moon shines bright. 
The howling winds are still to-night ; 
The goggl'-eyed owl round wings his way, 
As fearless as the hawk by day ; 

Tu-whit, ta-whoo : — Hans, dig away. 
Make the bed for a child of clay I — 

Tu-whit, tu-whoo :— the moon shines bright. 

Dimming the twinkling stars to-night ; 

They look as if some devil blue. 

Had ting*d them with a sickly hue. 

Tu-whit, tu-whoo : — Hans, dig away. 
Make the bed for a child of clay I — 
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Tu-whit, tu-whoo : — I hear the knell. 
Which caUs the goblina— ding-dong-dell ! !«- 
Yelling loud, in frantic glee. 
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**Wlu*— do— I-«i»l 



My— httr — 'a fireet i— Aia o p oor vaml 

Spe— e — eak— Demon? Wha-Hit— are thy do cmnnds? 

Tell— the pp— ooo-hmt S«a— ton th y camm-Hi-^nds." 

To which the figure replied in an unearthly 
guttural voice, which caused Hans to tremble 
still more, — 

" Tu-whit, tu-whoo :— Hans, dig away. 
Smooth the bed for the diild of clay 1—'' 

Saying thiSj he sank behind a tombstone, 
and seizing two thigh bones that lay at his 
feet, commenced playing the Devil's tattoo 
upon some half dozen skulls, which, being of 
different sizes and thickness, created sounds 
that froze the sexton*'s blood. To this lugu- 
brious accompaniment, and ere Hans could re- 
cover himself, his visitor hoarsely proceeded : — 

''Hans I what's this smell— this filthy stench i 
Why diggest thou so deep a trench ? 
Why ransack coffins— and cut thro' 
The bones of dM>8e l^iat once you boew ? 
O Hans profane! still dig away. 
Smooth the bed for the child of day !'' 

The sexton could no longer endure, so he 
cast aside his spade^ — ^bounded firom the spot — 
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and was making off, when the voice of the 
phantom commanded bun to tarry on his periL 
He then continued in a more gentle strain :— 

^Hans! Fm a ghost of flesh and Mood, 
And one who has survived the flood. 
I pledg'd to thee. Ha! Hal 'tis true. 
This very night in Schiedam hlue. 

Come to the Tavern— come away. 

Whilst the moon shines well make our hay I" 

'^ Bless me ! " exclaimed the astonished 
sexton; ** Why I declare it is Herrera. Give 
me your hand, poor ghost." 

" First purify yours by ablution. And re- 
collect, old cock, I've won my wager." 

" You have, by putting me in a deuced 
fright. Oh ! Herrera, that accompaniment on 
the skulls was awful — feel how I shake." 

" Never mind — follow me to St. John the 
Baptist's, where you shall quaff spirits which 
never scare, nor taint men's palates. But look 
on yon tree." 

" Ah ! there sits the owl, eyeing my work, to 
see if I have left a bone to pick.'' ^ 
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'^ She'll find but short commons, Hans, for 
the worm has been before her/' 

^*' Ha, ha, ha ! If I had the digging of my 
own grave, and its banking up, I would defy 
her as regards myself," said Hans. 

" Well, well," observed Herrera, as they left 
the churchyard ; and turning towards the awl, 
he said, — 

•* Tu-whit, tu-whoo— don't jioip repine^ 
You sooD OD Hans himself may dine J " 
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The question died upon his lips. He dropped 
her withered hand, and like a butterfly flew to 
the fresher flower. 

'^ Lovelier than ever !" exclaimed he, seizing 
her trembling hand. He kissed it. 

Dolores blushed, and grew confused. 

" Believe me/* said he, leading her to a seat; 
'^ Believe me, had my duty not called me 
hence, I should oftener have been at your feet. 
Now that peace is on the eve of smiling on 
this country, I trust that you will smile upon 
me. Start not, lovely donna, if I thus frankly 
confess my feelings. They are those that your 
charms and beauty have impressed upon my 
heart. Have you no compassion for the injury 
those eyes have done ? Ah ! had you but the 
patience to listen !'* 

Dolores remained speechless, and looked im- 
ploringly on Drusilla de Rioja. 

" Ah !" sighed the Don, " I am most unfor- 
tunate in the choice of my time. When will 
the fates favour me?^ 

"I thought you were fortune's favourite," 
remarked Drusilla. 
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" So my friends say when I am lucky at dice. 
But, to be candid with you, I would rather lose 
my money, and be favoured by that little 
god Eros. There is much truth in the 
proverb—* He who loses at play, gains Love's 
patronage.' Of the two I would choose the 
latter." 

" A gamester ! — O fie, Seiior." 

^* Do not miscontrue my meaning, I beseech 
you. I only play for trifles, and hate the 
pastime although I be a successful player. 
However, this interests Donna Dolores very 
little. Apropos^ do you intend honouring 
the approaching ceremony with your pre- 
sence?" 

Drusilla looked at Dolores, who raised her 
head, looked towards the door, and replied in 
the negative. 

" No ! — In mercy to our sex, aad charity 
towards your own — " 

"Oh!" exdanned Dmstlla, interrupting 
him; " If my ward were to go, it would 
not be to eclipse, but merely to view the 
pageantry." 
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** I hope, the Donna Dolores has no reason- 
able objection, as t fear it will not be in her 
power to refuse." 

'^ Indeed r exclaimed Drusilla. 

'^ Undoubtedly ! His Grace has charged 
Vargas, La Torre, and Del Rio to select the two 
most beautiful maids of Antwerp to grace his 
procession/' 

*' I should decline the favour," replied Do- 
lores. 

" What say you, Seftora?" 

*^ Holy Virgin ! why I think, in my girlish 
days, I should have been proud of so great an 
offer. Now, Sefior, young folks pretend they 
know more than wiser heads." 

** Very true. It is well that Vargas knows 
not your abode. He would command — " 

" You must pardon me, Senor," replied Do- 
lores; ^M am not accustomed to such lan- 
guage." 

^^ I mean no offence, Sefiorita, but an Inqui- 
sitor is not to be trifled with, even by beauty. 
Nay, turn not away from me ; how can I merit 
your friendship, your love ?^ 
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" Sefior, I hope ever to be worthy of your 
"esteem. As for my love, that is another's ! " 

Alcantara half rose — reseated himself — con- 
sidered what he should do — when Fray An- 
tonio fortunately entered. In a short time 
Count Alcantara withdrew, determined to seek 
Vargas. He was mortified, and jealousy and 
rage hurried him on to Revenge! 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" DoRAX. Now do you know me V* 

8ebastia» and Borax, 

"What is here? 
Gold ? yelloWy glittering, precious gold ! 

Ha, you Gods ! why this ? what this, you Gods ? 

why this 
Will lug your priests and servants from your aides." 

Tinum of Athens. 

A YOUNG man, clad in the modest garb of a 
peasant, raised the latch of the door that gave 
admittance into Mynheer Van Es*s tap-room. 
Haying seated himself at a table, he called for 
a can of beer, which he emptied at one draught. 
Grazing round the room, his eye rested upon an 
individual, intent upon devouring a cold fowl 
and salad, and washing down the cool colla- 
tion with some of the landlord's Burgundy. 
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Their eyes met— they seemed to recognise 
one another. 

The peasant without any ceremony left his 
seat, and deUberately walked across the room, 
seating himself right opposite the stranger. 

" Methmks/* said he, ^ I have seen your 
fiwe befoi'e.^ 

" Very likely— and what of that ?" 

" More, perhaps, than you are aware of,'' 

The stranger took a long draught in silence. 

'' Methinks we met at Ruppelmonde." 

" You are very inquisitive — what is that to 
you?" 

" To me, little;— To you, much." 

«Ha!" 

" You see, old fellow, I smell a rat. — ^You 
did not prowl about the grounds of the Castle 
for nothing, did you, old pilgrim?" 

" You know me, then— di^uise is useless; — 
Yes, my good fellow, it was I — and for all my 
trouble I only got abuse as payment. But yon 
seem' to be a decent fellow— take a glass of 
wine.'* 

The farmer helped himself. 
m2 
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'* And yet," said he, "you will not persuade 
me that you are one of those who labour for 
nothing." 

'' Indeed ! " 

*• I once was such a fool. I worked for the 
sake of pleasing, and thought myself amply 
repaid with smiles. I see, however, that it is 
folly, and for the future mean only to 'sweat 
for gold. I would do any thing fpr gold — 
' Wealth makes the man, and want of it the 
fellow!'" 

" Why, you are quite a philosopher !" 

" I trust to become one in the course of 
time. However, let us come to the point — 
what brings you to Antwerp?" 

" That which brought me to Ruppelmonde." 

" You are a dry cove.'' 

" And you an inquisitive one." 

" Well, then, I know wherefore." 

The stranger stared at the boor. "Can I 
trust this fellow ? " asked he of himself— " I must 
sound him." " Here, landlord," said he, calling 
to Van Es, " another bottle of Burgundy !" 

The wine was brought and drunk. A third 
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bottle was already half empty, and the strings 
of the boor's tongue were loosened. 

" So, so, my good Petrus, his name is Don 
Fernando Alcantara. Well, I thought so all 
along. How very odd.'" 

" Very odd, indeed," said the boor. " But 
you promised me — Gold !— Give me the gold !" 

The stranger placed a few smooth shining 
pieces in the pidm of the peasant's hand. — He 
watched him intently. A thought struck him 
that this fellow could be of use to him. 

" So they treated you ill, Petrus ?"*' 

" Shamefully," replied the boor, patting the 
coins. 

" Are you a man to be trusted ? And would 
you, if well paid, enter into the service of my 
employer, the potent Sefior Montalvan." 

" Most willingly, Sefior." 

" And in case of need, would you ?" said 

the tempter, meaningly touching his dagger. 

" Ah ! that I will — any thing for gold, and 
to serve so great a man as your illustrious 
master." 

" Your hand, Petrus. And now come to 
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my quurtens, where you must remain concenled 
till night. You might accidentally meet your 
former mistress, or else young Alcantara, and 
it is well that they remain ignorant of your 
being in town. I shall inform my master of 
what you have unfolded.*' 

" Tis well, but remember your promise !" 
'' Fear not, no harm shall befall him. Gon- 
zales never breaks his word when once given. 
—Mind that you fulfil yours." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

** Sy. — - Prince, I yet could give you good advice. 
Mama might still be yours. 
JuB. What say'st thou, Syphax ? 

By heaveus thou tum'st me all into attention. 
Sy. Marda might still be yours. 
JuB. As how, dear Syphax ? 

Sy. Give but the word, well snatch this damsel up. 
And bear her off." 

Cato: Act II. 

" 1'hus far every thing has succeeded — For- 
tune once more flirts with me. Fickle Dame, 
how long will she be constant? If she only 
saw her way clearly, she would undoubtedly 
eschew me for ever ! However, I have duped 
her, even as I have deceived Alba, and gulled 
that crouching Vargas. Dolores, thou shalt be 
mine! Mine did I say? Ha! I must lay a 
plan, that she escape not twice. Ere to* 
morrow's sun drop into the ocean, she must 
and shall be here. But how carry her off 
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without the Duke's knowledge? Lodrona — 
no, I must not consult that milk and water 
being. La Torre — bah ! still worse. I see I 
must employ that rascal, Gonzales, again. Curse 
the fellow, I recommend success to him this 
time, OP woe betide him." 

• . . . « • 

*^ Strange is the passion that I have for this 
girl ! I love her, truly, sincerely. And yet — 
yet — Lodrona is right — Dolores puts me in mind 
of ! Away this folly — away ! !" 

*' My son — Fernando ! — no, he is no son to 
me. I feel as if he were not of my flesh and 
blood. Fool, to lose that rich heiress ! — " 

" Ah ! if that Gonzales would but come — 
This girl must^— must be mine " 

The door opened, and Ruy Gonzales entered. 
They gazed on one another, probably inwardly 
asking of themselves which of the two was the 
greatest scoundrel. The rich employer cursed 
the poor menial in his heart, and the fettered 
hireling despised him who gave him gold ! 
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" What news, Gonzales 7"^ 

" Strange and important news, my Lord ! " 

" What wonder have you discovered ?" 

" That which will make you stare, Sefior." 

" Speak out." 

" I have discovered the name of the lover of 
your Syren, at last.'* 

** Bravo, Gonzales ! who is it?" 

" On one condition will I tell it. Do you 
grant my request ?*" 

" I do, provided " 

" Sefior Conde, I want no provisos." 

" Knave, I mean provided that yoii do not, 
as usual, levy too heavy a price." 

'' I ask not Gold." 

" Ha! I grant it, then! ^ 

" That you injure not her lover." 

" Hombre! — this is too much — I cannot pro- 
mise that." 

" Then I retain my secret." 

" Villain — I co^imand " 

*•*' Villain ! Count — Villain ! — and is he a 
Saint who made me one ?^ 

^* Mind not my words, faithful Gonzales; 
m3 
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they were but those of passion. — I promise 
solemnly!*' 

" I count upon your word in this, or beware, 
CSount Alcantara " 

" I understand — that is, we understand each , 
other. Thou hast my word." 

" It is your Son, Don Fernando!" 

" My Son ! Mil Demonios ! A curse on 
the stripling ! *' 

And the Count paced the apartment like a 
maniac. 

" Are you positive that it is my son ?*" 

"The same!" 

Gonzales then informed his employer by 
what means he had discovered that our hero 
was a constant visitor at the house. That he 
had been taken to the abode of Donna Drusilla 
at Ruppelmonde when wounded, and that it was 
he who had rescued Dolores from his clutches, 
after he had so admirably entrapped her in 
Dame Van der Aa's house. 

Alcantara stood transfixed. He was asto- 
nished — enraged! He swore vengeance — and 
it required no inconsiderable tactics on the part 
of Gonzales to calm him. 
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" We must dispose of your son," said he, 
''and then carry off the Lady Dolores." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Sy. How's this, my prince ? What, cover'd with con- 
fusion ? 
You look as if yon stern philosopher 
Had just now chid you. 
JuB. S3rphax, I'm undone." 

Cato: Act HI. 

Scarcely had the false Montalvan left 
Drusilla de Rioja's house^ when Fernando 
entered. With dismay he heard of his pro- 
posals. His indignation was augmented by 
the impossibility of revenging himself upon the 
man, whom, without knowing, he hated. The 
words of Herrera, " He is as much your enemy 
as I am your friend," rang mournfully in his 
ears, and he was compelled to smother his 
rage. His curiosity to meet the rival, who 
crossed his path so mysteriously^ was extreme, 
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and he determined to seek his friend Ruperto, 
and consult him on the subject. After con- 
soling Dolores, and promising soon to return, 
he charged Herrera to keep a strict watch 
over her, and not leave the house on any ac- 
count. He then departed, accompanied by 
Fray Antonio, who walked part of the way 
with him, as the Padre had business to trans- 
act at the convent. On separating, the friar 
urged him to keep up his spirits. 

Turning the corner of the Place de Meir^ he 
accidentally encountered Menendez. 

" Homhre ! *** exclaimed he, " what is the 
matter ? you look quite crest-fallen. Has the 
friar been lecturing you for neglecting your 
fasts?" 

" Mirth is Untimely, Ruperto." 

'^ Something serious has happened, of course.*' 

" I'm distracted." 

" So I perceive." 

** This Montalvan " 

" A sly old fox, no doubt !" 

** Is in love with Dolores." 

** And is that all which troubles you?" 
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'' All ! ! " exclaimed Fernando. '' All ! and 
is that not enough ?" 

^^ Ha, ha, ha ! quite enough, I warrant you. 
Now every one is in love with Eleonora ; and 
while her admirers proceed no further, Ca- 
ramba, they have my consent to sigh and die 
as they please. Nay, it gives me pleasure 
to see her killing them inchmeal — Caramba it 
does!" 

" But if one of these admirers were to con- 
fess his love ? '* 

" Why, then I would either horsewhip him 
or measure swords. Yet you never told me 
who the devil this Montalvan is«" 

'' Herrera promised to point him out to me 
when the proper time should arrive." 

" Who is he? — where to be found? Egad, 
Fernando, I rather suspect that he is some 
gallant under an assumed name. Your father, 
for aught I know !" 
"My Father!" 

^^ By the spirit of the Cid, I should not be 
surprised. I have heard strange things whis- 
pered concerning him — odd reports are afloat.'^ 
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"I cannot indulge the thought, Ruperto. 
My father is too austere, too sedate a man, to 

u^ :ii. £ 1- : J "D :j tt 
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CHAPTER X. 

^* Pau. Mon devoir est «ur moi plus fort que vos ph^res. 
J'ai det ordres^ madame. 
Anna. O comble de misses.'' 

Marie Stuart: Act I. 

Donna Drusilla had not recovered from 
her surprise, when fresh visitors were an- 
nounced; and ere she had time to consider 
who they miffht be, La Torre and Vargas hati 
crossed the threshold and stood before her. 

" Madam/' said the latter, " allow me to 
introduce myself and friend. This is Seiior 
La Torre, and I am Juan Vai-gas. We are 
members of the Holy Inquisition, and your 
most obedient servants." 

Donna Drusilla fidgetted about, half fright- 
ened out of her wits. " Sefiors — Sefiors — I 
really — indeed — quite — Ave Maria purissima ! 
— I am— quite taken by surprise ! *' 
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The Inquisitors looked at one another and 
smiled. 

" You need not be alarmed, Senora," said 
Vargas — " no hostile motives bring us to your 
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" Ah !" sidled she, '^ we canaot always re- 
main young. But I have had my admirers." 

" I doubt it not,'' said La Torre; "but time 
is precious, and we mwit huten to inform you 
of our mission . As my friend has already stated , 
you have no doubt heard of the pageantry ?" 

** Antwerp is full of it.*" 

" And of the Duke's humane intentions,'' 
added Vargas. 

" I have heard of them." 

" Lady, you shall witness them. — ^Seats are 
provided for you and Fray Antonio." 

" A thousand thanks ! — Yet, if not asking 
too great a favour — ^nay, on your reply depends 
our accepting of your offer, — I should wish for 
three seats. — You have foi^otten my ward." 

" Oh no ! — a place of honour has already 
been assigned for the beautiful Donna Dolores 
dePiralta!" 

" How knew you of her?" demanded Dru- 
silla, greatly surprised. 

'^ Madam, what do the members of the In- 
quisition not know? We know your secret 
thoughts. Do not alarm yourself — Donna 
Dolores is provided for. — ^The Duke has heard 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



OR, ALBA IN FLANDERS. 259 

of her beauty, and is desirous of conferring an 
honour upon her. Can we see her ?" 



-D4git-e«€kbyJ 



-Google 



260 TH£ amnesty; 

Beauty in tears is irresistible. — Had Dolores 
been condemned to the stake, the Inquisitors 
would have stood beside her, unconcerned ; 
but the case was different, and having fulfilled 
their mandate, they rose to depart, lest they 
might be moved by her sorrow. 

" These,*" said Vargas, addressing Drusilla, 
*' are the instructions as to dress, etcetera. As 
the clock strikes eleven, an officer will be here 
to attend the lady. — These two tickets will give 
you and your confessor admittance to honour- 
able seats ; and mind you be there early, as the 
<5rowd will be immense. Yes, Madam, to-mor- 
row will be a day, long to be remembered by 
the citizens of Antwerp. The like thereof has 
not been seen, and generations may pass be- 
fore a similar scene be witnessed again ! And 
now, Ladies, farewell, — sigh no more but for 
to-morrow! !" 
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architect who had planned the citadel oi 
Antwerp, who was engaged in conjunction with 
Jungeling, the sculptor, to design and super- 
intend the erection of this platform. Its shape 
was that of a crescent, and in the centre stood 
a magnificent throne. A step lower, on either 
side, were seats, intended for the two vii^ns, 
the representatives of Clemency and Pardon. 
Benches covered with scarlet and yellow silks, 
the colours of Spain, were reserved for the 
nobility and gentry, whilst the circle in the 
Forum was assigned to the petits bourgeois and 
the people. A spacious tent, of variegated 
colours, covered the whole of the platform, 
supported by numerous columns, on which 
were suspended shields richly blazoned with 
the arms of Spain and the provinces of the 
Low Countries. Silken banners coquetted with 
the breeze, and added much to the splendaor 
of the scene. 

The Amphitheatre was fast filling, and the 
honourable places were gradually occupied by 
Beauty and station. Every casement of tlie 
noble street was replete, and the roofs of the 
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houses groaned under the pressure of the 
curious. 
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^^ Hombre!*^ ejaculated a young Spanish 
artist, ^^ I see nothing particular in all this. I 
could have done better, only Pacieco would 
not listen to me.'* 

** Indeed !" exclaimed De Witt. " And who 
are you that dares compare himself to Junge- 
ling? Virtutum incolumen odimus! and the 
longer I live, the more I see that we hate living 
worth. If Jungeling were dead, you would be 
the first to speculate in his productions, and 
trumpet his praise. Go, go — Esto invidia 
major! 

The youth cast a contemptuous look on Cor- 
nelius De Witt, pushed through the crowd, and 
was soon out of hearing. 

" Bravo, De Witt, you spoke like a raaji. But 
tell me, who are those seats for?^ 

"Mystification, of course,'' whispered he; 
" he wants to blind us by symbols." 

"Ah! Fudge."" 

" Of course ! — ^we all know that Beauty is as 
treacherous as Clemency. Pero, dum loqui- 
mur fugit cetaSy and methinks I hear a flourish 
of trumpets.*" 
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The lawyer's ears did not deceive him. The 
procession was rapidly advancing, and a piquet 
of soldiers were clearing the way. Then came 
the different companies of the city with dis- 
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that every one shoald be penetrated with the 
prefereiMse accorded to her charms. But 
all eyes were soon turned from her haughty 
face to gaze upon her companion, whose 
demeanour formed a striking contrast. — ^Pale 
and embarrassed, she dared not lift her eyes, 
which were intently fixed upon the pummel of 
her saddle. She looked as if she had been 
weeping ! Poor Dolores ! 

" What with admiration 
Stmck every heart, was this : A noble virgin 

Ckmspicnous for o'er all 

She wept and blnsh'd, 

YouDg, fresh, and blooming like the mom. — ^An eye. 
As when the blue sky trembles through a cloud 
Of purest white. A secret chann combined 
Her features, and inf us'd enchantment through them : 
Her shape was Harmony " 

The Duke, struck by her demeanour, in- 
quired if she were indisposed ? He conde- 
scended to encourage her, and thus^ they pro- 
ceeded until they reached the platform, where 
cheers greeted him, — He was hailed as the 
messenger of Peace. Whilst Alba was ascend^ 
ing the steps, Count Alcantara ' offerings his 
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hand to Dolores, whispered soft praises, and 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



268 THE amkestt; 

gation the 80 much wished for Act of Am- 
nesty. 

Open your mouths, O motley curs— devour 
the words ! Toss your caps and shout your- 
selves hoarse — Huzza ! Huzza ! ! Do you 
hear the word ! Clemency smoothly sails o'er 
your uncombed heads, dull as the water that 
sleeps in the slimy moats and canals — ^Hurrah ! 
for Clemency, Justice, and Pardon ! 

But, how great the change of the many- 
headed monster^s opinion ! When the secretary 
read the numerous considerations — murmurs 
became audible — and when he came to the 
following conclusion : — 

" Finally. It is the will of the Sovereign 
and his Holiness the Pope, that all those per- 
sons mixed up in plots and accused of treason 
present themselves within six months before 
the Holy Inquisition ! " — 

A dead silence succeeded — ^then fresh mur- 
murs — finally, loud and prolonged vociferations 
of disappointment ! A different impression to 
what Alba expected was produced, and he 
scarcely was able to conceal his vexation. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



OR, ALBA IN FLANDERS. 269 

"Ah!" exclaimed Cornelius De Witt, ad- 
dressing the mob as loudly as his lungs would 
permit — ^^ Cede Magnis! — Cede Magnis! you 
curs! — but do not forget, O ! potent Alba, Qui 
totum vultf totum perdit ! ! '" 

The procession once more moved on towards 
the Inquisitorial Palace. But Alba looked 
gloomy and spoke not a word; whereas the 
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CHAPTER XII. 

^ Mabc. What means this pensive posture ? Thoa ap- 
pearast 
like one amaz'd and terrified* 
Fob. I've reason. 

Mabc. Thy downcast looks and thy disordered 
thoughts 
Tell me my fate/' 

CflrfO: Act III. 

As soon as the ceremony was concluded, 
Fray Antonio conducted Donna Drusilla ix> 
her house. For a time they sat in the apart- 
ment over the gateway, which had access to 
the balcony, conversing over the occurrences 
of the day. As time, however, waned, Drusilla 
often ran to the balcony to see if Dolores were 
not returning, and disappointment attended 
her each time. Fear, in consequence of this 
unexpected delay, took possession of her 
mind, and she became much alarmed. Nor 
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had Herrera, who promised during Femando^s 
absence to watch over her^ yet returned* 
^^ Ave Marial what can have become of 
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ing with Lodrona, inquired after the object of 
his search. Don Amos declared he knew not 
what had become of her, but promised to in- 
form his friend Montalvan, for whom the friar 
immediately inquired, wishing to speak to him. 

" Where is Dolores, Sefior? where is she ?" 
asked he, supplicatingly, of Count Alcantara. 

" Where ? " said the Count with surprise. 
" Where ? — with her guardian, I suppose." 

** Trifle not with my feelings, I beseech you. 
If you know where she is to be found, I con- 
jure you to tell me." 

" Padre, your question surprises me. Was 
she confided to my keeping ? I tell you I 
know nothing about her."" 

" But you must have seen her when the 
procession was broken up ?" 

" Homhre! I swear by all that is sacred 
that I did not. The Duke missed her shortly 
before we reached the Fish-market, and turning 
to me, asked what had become of the lovely 
Symbol on his right. I turned, and to my 
surprise only beheld one of the damsels^ 
Your ward was missing.*" 
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" Missing !*" exclaimed Fray Antonio. 

" Such, I assure you, is the fact. We, none 
of us, could account in what manner she had 
disappeared. I advise you to seek the pal- 
freyneer, he may know of her. I am indeed 
concerned — greatly concerned. Farewell, Fa- 

thftr. SprmyJ/yr umiUjiAimn.^^ — savinp* which hft 
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bruits had reached the Duke, respecting ilie 
moTements of the Gueux de mer, under the 
command of La Marc. Alba, fearful that 
those brave scourers of the seas meditated an 
attack on Fort Lillo, determined to send a 
trustworthy messenger to the Governor of 
that stronghold, with instructions to send a 
portion of the garrison to the Brielle^ which 
place was threatened by the Huguenots, and 
to keep the fleet in readiness. Fernando was 
chosen to be the bearer of these instructions. 
It was with a heavy heart that he obeyed 
mandates he saw no plausible motive {(x re- 
fusing. But as the journey was not very long, 
he determined to reach that place before mid- 
nighty deliver his instructions, and be back in 
Antwerp before noon <m the following day. 
Accordingly he divested himself of all armour 
— chose a strong but active horse — and bid- 
ding adieu to those he loved, set out on his 
embassy. 

Although the gates of that fortress were 
closed, they opened to receive the Duke's 
messenger; and just as midnight struck fae 
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found himself in the presence af the command- 
ing officer, to whom he delivered his des- 
patches. That functionary broke open the 
packet, which contained two letters— one from 
the Duke, the other from Lodrona. Having 
taken note of the contents of the former, he 
took up the second ; and Fernando, who nar- 
rowly watched his countenance, observed a 
change come over it. 

" So you are to become my guest for a few 
days, Don Fernando." 

"Your guest, Sefior?" exclaimed young 
Alcantara. 

*' Yes, — I certainly did not anticipate that 
pleasure." 

" Nor I, SeficH*. But surely you are labour- 
ing under some mistake ?" 

*^ Read, and you will find I speak the 
truth r 

Fernando hastily glanced over the letter. 
A thousand things rushed upon his mind, and 
he saw, when too late, that he had been made 
a dupe of. Concealing his emotions, he re- 
turned the note, secretly determining to act 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



276 THE amnesty; 

with diplomacy towards his jailor, and make 
his escape, if possible. Presently he was 
shown into a bedroom. Left to himself, he 
threw his wearied limbs upon the couch, not 
to seek repose, but to meditate how he might 
fly, and reach Antwerp in time to rescue Do- 
lores from the persecutions of his rival. 

The clock struck four — all was still as the 
tomb! He cautiously rose — opened a case- 
ment — and the faint light of thestars enabled 
him partially to reconnoitre the terrain. To 
his dismay the window was barred outside, 
and hope forsook his heart. How was he to 
escape? Despair, however, and desire for 
revenge, reanimated him, and he determined to 
examine the state of the grating. Although 
the bars appeared strong, rust and time had 
gnawed them — and to his joy they yielded. 
Finding that he had made sufficient room to 
allow his body to pass, he tore the sheets into 
bands — united them — ^and commending him- 
self to the care of the Omnipotent, he pushed 
through the bars, and lowered himself safely to 
the ground. 
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With the assurance of one who belonged to 
the garrison, he made his way, without any 
questions being put to him, to the water's 
edge. A boat was moored along the wharf — 
hp. hpftitfttpd nnt — ^no timft was to bft lost, for 
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and a leaden messenger whizzed past Fer- 
nando's ear. 

He threw himself flat into the bottom of 
the boat, as shot followed shot from the dif- 
ferent vessels he passed. As soon as he was 
out of reach he seized the oars and plied 
lustily. Fatigue, however, obliged him to 
cease this laborious employment, and he suf- 
fered the boat to glide with the tide until it 
had ceased to flow. He then pulled towards 
the dike and leapt on shore, determined to 
make the best of his way across the polders to 
the town- 

• ••••• 

Drusilla had scarcely recovered, when a 
young man, covered with sweat, dust, and 
mud, rushed breathless into the apartment. 
He fell exhausted on a chair. It viras Fer- 
nando, who gazed wistfully round the room. 

" Where, where is Dolores ? For Heaven's 
sake speak I " 

** Ah ! my son, where shall I find words — '* 

" Words ! ! Good Heavens, she is not — 
oh no ! — she is not dead?" 
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*' Dead ! — I trust not, my son." 

" Fray Antonio, this suspense kilk me. Fm 
already half dead with fatigue — and now both 
body and mind are on the rack." 

" Calm yourself, I will quickly tell you all." 

And the monk briefly but pathetically in- 
formed our hero of what had passed. He in 
his turn narrated to Fray Antonio his mishaps ; 
He then inquired after Herrera and Ruperto, 
but Antonio had seen neither. Frantic with 
despair, he was about to rush out of the house, 
when footsteps were heard hastily ascending 
the stairs. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

*' Excellent wretch ! perdition catch my soul 
But I do love thee ! — and when I love thee not 
Chaos is come again.'' 

OtheUo. 

" Semp. But hark, what noise I Death to my hopes ! 
His he, 
Tis Juba'sself!" 

Cato : Act IV. 

We left our heroine buoyed up vfith hope. 
The procession was approaching the palace, 
and Count Orlando was in deep conversation 
with the Duke of Alba. So intent were they 
in discourse, that the Duke did not perceive 
wliat was passing between Dolores and the pal- 
freyneer. The hitherto peaceful palfrey com- 
menced plunging, much to the alarm of its 
rider. They were close to a narrow street, 
down which, by an unseen movement, the valet 
urged the horse — then pricking it violently, set 
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it off into a brisk canter. In vain Dolores 
prayed him to stop it — he swore that the ani- 
mal mastered him. Thus they gained the extre- 
mity of the street, crossed into another, when 
the palfreyneer turned the horse abruptly into a 
court-yard, and the doors were quickly closed. 

"Where have you led me?" cried Dolores. 

** You are safe here, Seiiorita, perfectly safe 
— ^fear nothing," said a varlet, whose voice 
rang familiarly on her ear. 

" I am not mistaken !" said she, gazing in- 
tently; "Petrus!!'* 

" It is IP said the boor in a low whisper, 
looking mysteriously. 

" Then I am safe ! — O my poor Petrus, 
how glad I am to see you !^ 

^' Allow me to aid you to dismount, Sefiorita; 
you must be tired.**' 

" Petrus," said she, placing a foot, so mignoUy 
into the huge palm of the boor's hand, that the 
contrast tended to diminish its size still more ; 
"Petrus, I am tired to death — where am I? 
— ^To whom does this mansion belong?" 

Gonzales approached and looked signifi- 
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cantiy at Petras — ttod then jreplied uncon- 
cernedly — 

*' It belongs to one who will welcome yon. 
— *Gome, ^conduct Tthe ittdy into a chamber/' 

Petrus obeyed, and led her into an apart- 
ment decorated with the utmost taste. The 
talents of the sculptor and gilder had been put 
to the test, for some of the most beautiful 
statues graced the walls, and carvings of all 
descriptions, and Mosaics of inestimable value 
from their antiquity reposed here in sacred 
quiet. 

" Petrus, where am I?'' 

Ere he could reply, a servant entered with a 
tray covered with refreshments. As soon as 
the menial had departed, Petrus whispered,— 
" Be not uneasy, Fray Antonio and Don Fer- 
nando will be here shortly ;*" saying which, he 
left the apartment, and closed the door. 

Half an hour passed, but Dolores saw no 
signs of the return of Petrus, nor of the arri- 
val of those she expected. Solitude at last 
became insupportable, and she began to grow 
alarmed. She rose — gazed around her — ^but 
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not a Bound was heard in that vast mansion. 
She crossed into the antechamber listened at — 
the door — ^all was still ! — ^What could this 
mean ? Was she indeed in peril? and did some 
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Dolores sank breathless upon a chair. At 
her feet knelt Montalvan^ intoxicated with 
love and success — his eyes sparkling passion. 
He seized her hand, and she felt his burning 
kisses^ but had not the power to withdraw it 
from his convulsive grasp. 

" Speak to me, beloved Dolores, — speak 
one word of consolation — of encouragement. 
Vainly have I sought the opportunity of fully 
disclosing my passion — the time is propitious 
— Dolores, I love thee ! !" 

Montalvan started. A cold dew had sud^ 
denly come over the snowy palm, which was 
fast becoming cold as marble. He rose — and 
beheld his victim pale as death. She moved 
not — breathed not — and he became alarmed. 
At last she gave signs of returning animation; 
when he muttered to himself — " I have been 
too hasty. I must conjure — tempt her. But 
if my prayers be vain, if my pleadings avail 
nought — I will " 

He paused. Was it a vision created by a 
guilty conscience? Was it his imagination 
that created an apparition? There — there — at 
the extremity of the apartment, he fancied he 
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beheld a phantom ! A shudder shook his 
frame — he stood spell-bound. 

" What ! '^ exclaimed he, pressing his brow, 
" what! art thou here again? Begone, ac- 
cursed spectre. Go, shadow, to thy resting- 
place — sleep with the dead, and haunt not the 
living. What have I to do with the long de- 
Darted soul of " 
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Nay, my Dolores, cease your prayers — they are 
of no avail. Did I meditate banning yon, all 
supplication would be of no avail, for neitber 
man nor saint could deliver you from my 
power ! " 

" He !" replied Dolores, *' wbo bas watcbed 
over my infancy, can still protect.'' 

" Tbink not tbat he wbo was tby preserver 
would barm tbee now.*' 

" Wby didst tbou preserve me X Wby save 
to destroy ? I could once bave loved you." 

" Say tbat again — repeat tbat word, Dolores 
— and be mine for ever !" 

" Tbine ! — ^never." 

" Trifle not witb me, Dolores — ^wby saidst 
tbou, tbou wert once inclined to love me?" 

" Yes ! — ^To love tbee as a fatber ; — to love 
tbee otherwise — were impossible I " 

" Cursed be sucb love ! Was it for such 
affection that I hove vainly tried to banish thee 
from my inmost thoughts^ — at court — in battle — 
on my pillow? — No, no, Dolores, behold me at 
tby feet ! I implore tbee to pity my weakness. 
Only say thou wilt endeavour to return my 
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passion, and I will be thy slave. Smile, Do- 
lores^ and' I will no longer press thee." 

She could not reply. Still Orlando^ Count 
Alcantara, knelt — still he covered her hand, 
which he held with an iron grasp, with burning 
kisses. He conjured and supplicated, and 
Dolores wept. *' Ah ! " thought he, when he 
saw the tears chasing one another down her 
cheeks — " Ah, she is moved^ she will yield." 
He watched her lips — they moved convulsively. 
How his heart beat, when he thought she was 
about to confess her love for him. 

" Sefior Montalvan, I love another ! ! " 

" Thou V exclaimed he, starting to his feet, 
unable to check the passion that rose with 
volcanic fury, almost choking him. " Thou 
love another !—rvaia excuse, I caniK)t believe 
thee — thou must and shalt be mine ! '* 

"Ave Maria .'".ejaculftled the afiiighted girl, 
rising and ruining past him. 

The Count turned his head, and smiling 
satanically, said — 

'' Whither wouldst Aon- fly, silly child ?— 
Where wouldst thou hide thyself? Thou art 
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in my power — no buman being now can save 
tbee. Ab! cross tbyself, and call upon the 
Virgin and the legions of Saints ! Ha, ba^ ba ! 
tbey are deaf to thy prayers, and heed not thy 
supplication. No ! thou art mine — ^yes, mine V' 

" Oh, Heavens, would that Fray Antonio 
would come!"*^ 

" Mil demonios del Infiemo !" exclaimed be. 
And he strode up to Dolores, seized her round 
the waist, and dragged her towards another 
room, the doors of which he bad thrown open. 

" Spare me, spare me !" 

" Say thou wilt be mine," 

" Don Juan Montalvan, — I — am married !" 

"Married!!'' 

" I swear that I am a wife ; and I conjure 
thee to release me, ere I invoke the maledic- 
tions of Heaven on thy head.'' 

" Married ! — to whom ? " 

" It matters not — spare me — Pity." 

** Pity ! when had I pity for your artful 
sex ?--Pity ! when did it ever dwell within this 
bosom ? — No — married or single, thou shalt be 
mine." 
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Animated by hatred and despair^ Dolores 
suddenly freed herself from his grasp, and 
sought refuge behind a marble vase, which 
stood in the centre of the room. Alcantara 
furiously chased her round it ; but youth had 
the advantage over the Count. Enraged, he 
seized the vase — upset it — and was about to 
rush upon his victim, when she avoided his 
grasp — darted past him into the outer room — 
closed the door — and succeeded in locking in 
the infuriated Count. She flew to the case^ 
ment, loudly calling for help, whilst Alcan- 
tara endeavoured to force open the oaken doors. 
— ^The wood was well seasoned, and resisted 
his repeated attacks. 

Dolores in the mean time shrieked for help, 
calling on Petrus. She thought she heard a 
a noise at the street door, as if some persons 
were fighting in the hall.— She fell on her knees 
to thank the Virgin, when the Count, mad- 
dened with rage, caught up a fragment of the 
broken vase, and applied such an energetic 
blow to the doors, that they flew open ; — with 
a helhsh yell, he seized his victim. 

VOL. II. o 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



290 THE AMNESTY ; 

" Now/' exclaimed ^^he, " Now, I shall 
be revenged ! Now I shall triumph ! !" 

At that instant the soand of footsteps echoed 
in the vestibale — he heard a voice cry out, 
" Courage, Dolores, I have come to save 
theer 

Alcantara trembled, for he recognized that 
voice, 

" Wretch that thou art !" exclaimed Dolo- 
les ; " Behold! the Virgin has heard my prayer. 
Tremble ; — here come my deliverers." 

As she said these words, she sank on the 
ground in a swoon. 
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any thing should happen to Dolores, he had 
determined to watch over her — accordingly he 
had agreed with Ruperto to keep a sharp look- 
out, as soon as the procession should return 
homewards. They were to remain in sight of 
ity and meet her at the Inquisitorial palace 
to conduct her home. He had jostled his way 
pretty fairly through the mob, keeping close to 
her, until they came to the narrow streets, near 
the Town-hall. Here he was so closely hem- 
med in, that neither cuffs, nor threats, nor 
oaths could enable him to gfet on — so he was 
obliged to retrace his steps, and take a circui- 
tous route. Again he came up with it near the 
Fish-market ; but what was his dismay when 
he only perceived one of the Ladies — Dolores 
was gone. 

" Ave Maria purissima /" sobbed Drusilla. 

" Go on, Herrera — go on." 

" Here again I was hemmed in for half an 
hour. Forcing my way through, I met Sefior 
Ruperto, who had that moment learnt from 
some bystanders, that the palfrey of one of the 
ladies had suddenly taken fright, and run off 
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with her down a street. We traced the direc- 
tion the animal had taken for two streets ; but 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



294 THS amhesiy; 

you left Lillo without orders — Lodrona may- 
cause you to be arrested. Let us ratber dis- 
perse and make inquiry. Don Ruperto and I 
will quest one, wbile you and Herrera search 
anotber, quarter of the town. The Omnipotent 
will direct our steps." 

" Gk), my children," said Drusilla— " my 
prayers shall accompany you." 

As they were about to leaye^ the sound of 
footsteps were again heard^ hastily ascending 
the stairs — the door was burst open, and a 
young man^ breathless and panting, rushed 
into the room, and fell on the floor^ apparently 
exhausted. 

It was Petrus. 

Herrera raised him, and placed him in a 
chair. Ruperto tendered him wine, but it was 
some moments before he could speak. 

What could have brought him from Ruppel- 
monde, thought they ? Alas! they Uttle fancied 
that he, the low, the humble peasant, would 
become the instrument of saying Dolores, and 
punishing the wicked. 

" She is safe !" cried he. 
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"Who?" 
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Fernando, hearing Dolores cry for mercy, called 
out to her that he was come to save her. 

" Open/* cried Fray Antonio — ^^ open, vile 
seducer!** 

No answer came, but they heard the thanks 
Dolores offered up to Heaven for this timely 
succour. 

'' Base villain \^ exclaimed Herrera, in his 
turn, *^ open this instant;'* at the same time he 
tried to force the door. 

" Ha ! " cried a voice from within — " you 
would try in vain — cease this outrage, insolent 
varlet, and begone.** 

Again Hftrrera tried — but the doors only 
shook, and yielded not. The Count laughed 
at the vain attempts, and walked up to the 
door to deride the besiegers. 

At this moment Petrus approached the door 
— drew the pistol Herrera had provided him 
with, from his pouch — applied the muzzle to 
the key-hole— and pulled the trigger. 

A loud report vibrated through the house; — 
the massive doors flew open as if by magic — 
and as the smoke rolled away, the little party 
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beheld Count Alcantara, pale and tottering — 
his hand and clothes stained with blood : the 
ball from Petrus' pistol having entered his 
side. 

For a moment he glanced his eye fiercely 
from face to face, until it rested upon Fernando, 
who, to his horror and amazement, recognised 
his father in Montalvan. 

Maddened with despair, rage, and disap- 
pointment, and desirous of revenge, he stag- 
gered towards Dolores, who had fallen on the 
floor. In a fit of frenzy, he unsheathed his 
dagger, when Herrera, thinking he would 
plunge it into the heart of his intended victim, 
exclaimed — 

" Wretch ! wouldst thou murder thy child — 
the daughter of Eunice Monfore ?" 

Orlando dropped the weapon — started back 
horror-struck — gazed fearfully on the motion- 
less form that lay at his feet — and recognising 
in that pallid face the features of the deserted 
Eunice, uttered a loud groan, and fell senseless 
beside his daughter 

o3 
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CHAPTER XV,: 
^ Quel est done ce myst^re ?'' 



€hda.Tea. 



** 'Tis done ! the scene of life will quickly dose. 
Ambition's vain delusive dreams are fled. 
And now I wake to darkness, guilt and horror. 
I cannot rise : — I dare not ask for mercy." 

MachetK 

It frequently happens^ that when the wicked 
think themselves most secure, and that their 
plans are so archly clad in mystery that man 
cannot discover them, Heaven creates a beacon 
which leads to the detection of their infamy. 
Thus the most heinous murders are found out, 
apparently by chance, though the assassin 
escape for a time the vigilant eye of human 
justice. But^ he cannot conceal himself from 
the Omniscient. 
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Count Alcantara had so ably laid his plan 
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cess to his employer. The false Montalvan re- 
joiced, and amply rewarded his valet. 

Fool ! little did he think, elated by success, 
that the eye of Him, which never closes, was 
preparing to counteract his evil designs, and 
direct the simple peasant to be an instrument 
to frustrate them. Little did Gonzales dream, 
when he thought that he had corrupted honesty,, 
that an ignorant boor was duping him. — Well 
might the honest Petrus say, that there is some 
art in passing for a dupe at times ! 

Having so far explained the manner in which 
Dolores was concealed from her friends, we 
shall return to the absent nobleman's mansion, 
and see what is passing there. 

The words uttered by Herrera — "Wretch! 
wouldst thou murder thy child, the daughter of 
Eunice Monfore?" produced an indescribable ef- 
fect on Fernando and Fray Antonio : — ^both were 
paralysed — spell-bound — ^nor could either move 
tongue or limb. They beheld Dolores lifted 
from the ground and laid on a couch — and the 
words rang mournfully in Fernando's ^r. 
Dolores — his beloved wife — the daughter of—— 
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was it possible ? — Oh no ! — Herrera had had 
recourse to artifice, to arrest an assassin's hand, 
and that assassin his father I — No, there must 
be some mystery in all this ! 

A cold dew diffused itself all over his frame 
— he trembled — his head swam-=-and unable to 
master his feelings, he sank down in a swoon. 

Fray Antonio, although staggered by Her- 
rera's words, determined to rally himself to 
procure an explanation; and whilst Ruperto 
and Petrus were tending on Dolores, he and 
Herrera carried the bleeding Count, and placed 
him' on the bed in an adjoining room, where 
they dressed the wound, and bathed nis 
temples until he gradually recovered. 

As soon as Dolores opened her eyes, she 
breathed the name of Fernando. She gazed 
half bewildered round the room, and perceived 
him seated in a pensive posture, his hands fer- 
vently clasped, and eyes fixed in vacancy. She 
madean effort — rushed towards him, and clasped 
him to her arms, calling him — husband !— deli- 
verer ! — which recalled his wandering thoughts. 
He smiled a wild recognition — his frame 
shook convulsively — and he only repaid her 
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kindness by a cold pressure of the band. Tbis 
cbange of conduct deeply affected her^ and 
falling on ber knees, she conjured him to speak 
and explain. He only replied by a moamr 
ful shake of the bead, and fixed bis gaze on a 
pool of bloody that tinged the floor. Follow- 
ing the direction of bis eye, it immediately 
occurred to her, that Fernando in bis fury had 
killed Montalvan. She fell on her husband's 
neck and wept — ^but with a shudder he put her 
from him. 

Fray Antonio now entered, and sti-ove to 
comfort both. He took them by the hand, 
and led them into the chamber where lay the 
Count. The instant Fernando beheld his fa- 
ther he averted his face, and would have fled 
bis presence had Herrera not prevented him 
from so doing. The long wished for opportu*- 
nity of beholding his rival bad been fearfully 
realized. 

Herrera, however, broke silence, and spoke 
as fellows: — 

^^ The time has at length arrived, when old 
Herrera, the oppressed, shall start out of the 
dark niche in which the fates have for so long 
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a time placed him. The spell is broken — and 

now the veil of mystery shall be rent asunder. 

A few minutes will su£5ce to explain all. Listen 

to me^ Count Orlando Alcantara y Pefialverde. 
Hear me, Fernando; and you. Donna Dolores, 

lose not a word of my short narrative. 

" Yes; it must be told quickly, in order to 

enable Fray Antonio to confess the sinner ere 

his soul leave this wicked world." 

The Count groaned and quailed under Her- 

rera's stem gaze, writhing equally under the 
tortures of his wound and the anguish of a 
mind diseased ! 

. The monk seated himself beside the bed, 
Dolores sat next to him, and by her side 
was her husband. At the foot of the bed 
stood Herrera ; whilst Ruperto reclined on the 
other side, applying vinegar to the Count's 
temples. Herrera then proceeded : — 

** Count Gerard Pefialverde had two sons. 
The elder, named Ambrosio, was his favourite ; 
whilst he disliked the younger, who was, in 
consequence, as much in his mother's favour 
as he stood in disgrace with his sire. He 
was her only joy and comfort ; and this drew 
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upon the unfortunate Filippo the redoubled 
hatred of his father and brother. As they 
grew up, the dislike of Ambrosio, instead of 
diminishing, augmented to a frightful degree — 
and this caused endless domestic quarrels. In 
order to rid himself of one whom he considered 
a bar to his happiness, the unnatural father, 
one day, unknown to his mother, took Filippo 
with him to Cadiz, and providing him with a 
sum of money, despatched him with recruits 
who were to join the army in Mexico, in one 
of which corps he had procured him a Lieu- 
tenancy. I shall not dwell on the anguish of 
the poor lad, only seventeen years of age, torn 
as it were from the smiles of an endearing mo- 
ther, and cast upon the world, without a guide, 
amidst the most profligate of Spain, who had 
enlisted merely for the sake of plunder and 
rapine ! 

" Years rolled on : the discarded youth, al- 
though foremost in the battle, and sent upon 
•the most perilous expeditions, in eveiy one of 
which fortune smiled on him, whilst Victor 
cast her wreaths of laurel at his feet, was 
n^ver advanced, nor even rewarded by praise. 
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He left the army of oppressors, and with a 
comparatively small sum of money, returned 
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the Pefialverde and Alcantara. ' There,' said 
he, * rests the Countess !' — ^An invohmtary tare- 
mor passed through the stranger's nerves, and 
he requested to see the Count, whom the 
porter informed him had long been an invalid, 
and was now suffering agony from an attack of 
the gout. The tormenting disease had reached 
the stomach, and fears were entertained that 
he could not survive the day. But the stran- 
ger was peremptory, and insisted on an inter- 
view. Half an ounce of gold soon conquered 
the hitherto sullen porter, and Filippo was 
admitted into his father's presence. 

*' He found the Count so changed, that he 
scarcely recognised him ; and the rays of a 
tropical sun had so tanned the junior of his 
sons, that the parent did not know him. De- 
termined to keep up the incognito, he described 
himself as a friend of Filippo, Whether from 
t)ie constant habit of thinking ill of his ex- 
pelled son, or grown callous to his claims, he 
flew into a violent rage on hearing his name 
pronounced, and commanded the intruder to 
leave his presence. Ere Filippo reached the 
door, the Count fell into convulsions, lingered 
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an hour, and then expired in the arms of him 
he had so cruelly abandoned. At this moment 
Count Ambrosio entered with a physician, 
whose services, alas ! were no longer of avail, 
and seeing: the kindness offered by a stran&:er 
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friend and mentor Filippo^ succeeded in wean- 
ing him from the paths of honour. Amongst 
his victims was Eunice Monfore!" 

Orlando groaned. 

^^ After abandoning Eunice, he married a 
richer, but not a fairer^ bride. Ere which Fi- 
lippo also had been some time a husband, and 
had become the parent of a son. A malignant 
fever raging in Madrid robbed Alcantara of his 
Countess, but not before she had given birth to 
a son, who, being by his father'^s dissipated 
habits consigned entirely to the care of Filippo 
and his wife, and dying early, his loss was never 
revealed to the Count Orlando— Filippo having 
replaced the dead infant by his own, now mo- 
therless, boy, while the true father, still in the 
guise of an inferior, performed all the duties of 
a parent." 

Here Herrera looked on Fernando, who 
eagerly devoured his words, impatiently await* 
ing the denouement. He felt eager to throw 
himself into Herrera's arms, but Filippo averted 
his face and continued his narrative. 

^'Chance led the supposed son to the Ne- 
therlands, where he was wounded, and received 
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under an hospitable roof. To his astonish- 
ment Filippo saw the long missing Eunice!" 

Orlando started convulsively and breathed 
quicker; but Herrera continued his story, and 
drawing it to a close, exclaimed with vehe- 
mence, " Count Orlando, behold thy daughter! 
Fernando, my son, embrace thy father! I! 
Herrera! — the outraged, the banished son of 
Count Gerard, invite thee to my arms ! ! !" 

Dolores, forgetting and forgiving, flew to her 
father. The native feeling implanted in her 
breast conquered, and the dying man, extend- 
ing his arms, pressed her to his bosom. Fer- 
nando did not hesitate obeying the parental 
summons, and pressing the hoary warrior to 
his heart, spoke volumes in a word — ^"Twas 
"Father!!!" Tears of joy chased down his 
cheeks, mingling with those of his best and 
truest friend. Fray Antonio and Ruperto par- 
ticipated their emotions. At last, Fernando, 
tearing himself from the embrace of his father, 
turned towards his wife, with joy that he cotild 
call her so ; while she, not knowing tialf what 
he had feared, fell proudly upon his breast and 
wept a flood of tears. 
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As soon as the first emotions of such a 
meeting were partially subsided, Fray Antonio 
requested his friends to retire, whilst he con- 
fessed the exhausted Count. 

Dolores, anxious for her father's life, im- 
plored Ruperto to seek a surgeon, and the 
noble youth hastened to execute her dictates. 
In breathless anxiety they awaited his return, 
and the signal from the monk to attend Don 
Orlando's bed-side. At last the summons 
came. 

" Father," said the affectionate daughter, "I 
have sent for a Leech. I still hope he may 
save you!" 

*'Alas! my daughter, my days — perhaps my 
hours — are numbered. Forgive me — ^pardon 
my misdeeds. A mysterious attraction drew 
me towards thee. — The problem is solved — 
Eunice is avenged — I go to meet her ! " 

" Father, forbear ! " exclaimed Dolores. 

" Nay, Dolores — I am a wretch, overwhelmed 
with guilt and despair ! " 

" Son!" said the friar, "Your Judge is merci- 
ful ! Thou hast confessed and ai-t repentant! !" 
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'* Oh ! Father, sin weighs me down ; and 
yonder gUdes the spirit of Eunice. Yes, Do- 
lores ; thy mother smiles upon thee !^ 

** Let us invoke that gentle spirit to forgive 
thee and bless our children!** said Herrera, 
whilst Dolores tremblingly strained her eyes to 
look upon a phantom, visible only to the dying 
Orlando. 

** Aj^roach, my children/' said he, " that I 
may bless you, and invoke Heaven's favour ! 
Kneel beside me! — ^And thou, holy father — 
dictate the words — and I will think on- — 
Eternity!" 

Placing a hand on each head, he repeated 
the prayer offered by the good monk, who 
stood before a crucifix. 

Scarcely had the last words of the prayer been 
uttered, Amen still echoing hallo wedly through 
the chamber, when the Duke of Alba, followed 
by his son Don Frederick, Romero, Lodrona, 
D'Avila, La Torre, and Ruperto, accompanied 
by a surgeon, crossed the threshold. The 
Duke and his attendants had met Ruperto, 
running for medical aid, and they lost no time ' 
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Id hurrying to the spot where they were told 
the bleeding Ck)iint lay. 

The group paused on beholding the solemn 
spectacle that met their gaze. 

At the foot of the bed stood Fray Antonio, 
still offering up a silent prayer, unconscious 
of those who had entered — ^he was thinking only 
of Futurity ! By the bed-side knelt Dolores 
and Fernando, the cold hands of the Count 
resting upon their heads ; whilst Petrus sup- 
ported the wounded man, unconscious that 
the sinner^s soul had fled for ever ! 

Alas ! the gay — the profligate Orlando Al- 
cantara was no more! — He had invoked a 
blessing — ^he had prayed for pardon — and now, 
his soul had gone to its account ! 

And Alba and his companions trembled; 
— well might they quake, for they were in 
the presence of that most potent Monarch — 
Death ! ! 

THE END. 



William SteTens, Printer, Bell Yard, Temple Bar. 
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